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8TAMB0UL, 
AND THE SEA OF GEMS. 



CHAPTER I. 

ENTRANCE INTO CONSTANTINOPLE. FESTIVITIES OF RAMAZAN. 

^STAMBOUL BT NIGHT. — RAMBLES IN SEARCH OF AN HOTEL. 

MYSSERI.— COMFORTS OP THE HOTEL. 

It was night when we passed through the 
Adrianople gate, and our tired horses clat- 
tered and stumbled along the rugged and 
mountaihous streets of Constantinople, whose 
pav6 is really as formidable to cavalry as the 
calthrops and pitfalls of King Robert the 
Bruce, proved to Edward's riders. The Tar- 
tar, weary and exhausted, but still as stately 
as a tower in his deep saddle, asked me for 
the twentieth time the name of the hostelry 
I wished to inhabit, and again attempted to 
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2 ENTRANCE INTO CONSTANTINOPLE. 

engrave on the tablets of his memory the 
words, " Hotel d'Angleterre " and "Mysseri/^ 
Late as it was, the streets were by no means 
deserted. On the contrary, a motley and 
noisy population buzzed and hummed about 
us like bees in an orchard. The dismal whine 
of frantic dervishes and the equally doleful 
howl of the wild dogs, whose gaunt forms 
loomed through the dusk of evening like 
those of so many skulking wolves, blended 
with the hoarse roar of gongs and drums, 
the nasal and orthodox Koran-chants of 
the Faithful, and the sounds of mirth and 
festivity. Every now and then the sharp 
report of a musket rang through the night 
air, as some more zealous Mussulman dis- 
charged his long tophaike in honour of the 
Prophet. 

Had we just passed through the Barriere de 
TEtoile instead of the Adrian gate, we should 
have imagined ourselves arrived in time to 
assist at an emeute, or a government coup {TStat^ 
but being in the street of Edrene Kapusse, 
instead of the Boulevard des Italiens, we 
were obliged to seek some other solution of 
the mystery. It was Ramazan, and the 
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FESTIVITIES OF RAMAZAN. 3 

pious Moslems were indemnifying themselves 
for the privations of a day of fasting by a 
night of revelry. The water-pipes bubbled, 
the fragrant chibouques were lighted, the 
red glow of the live coal placed on the 
tufted tobacco of every man's pipe-bowl 
gleamed like a ruddy firefly. 

The sweetmeat and sherbet sellers were 
all alive, the cooks bustling about like staff- 
officers at a review, the bakers important, 
the cafeegees in their glory. Coffee was in 
request ; kabobs, or as the Adrianople people 
call them " tchabaubs,*' were at a premium ; 
yimrt was not despised, and date-brandy did 
not seem, as it ought to have been, an abomi- 
nation to the Believers. Rude instruments 
of music gave forth a barbaric discord, the 
streets were filled to overflowing with robes 
and turbans, greybeards, and portly forms. 
Every cafe and drinking shop was full of 
Greek sailors, Albanian thieves, fierce hungry 
Lazes, and vociferous lonians, quaflftng the 
thin and fiery red wine of the Isles and of 
Thrace from pitchers and huge jars, tossing 
off bumpers of yet more fiery and deleterious 
rakee, clamouring, singing, and quarrelling, 
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4 STAMBOUL BY NIGHT. 

with one hand ever on the hilt of the uni- 
versally worn dagger. 

The monotonous droning of the Maho- 
metan hymns, the screams and cries of the 
Greek mariners, the eager whining of the 
troops of dogs that sniffed the savoury odours 
arising from kettles and stewpans, and the 
awful din produced by the brazen-lunged 
dervishes and fakeers, whose zeal for the 
faith of Islam, having somewhat smouldered 
and waxed low during the day, now blazed 
up and grew tremendous about supper-time, 
made a chorus quite deafening enough to 
bewilder a stranger in a much less intricate 
town than Constantinople. We went on, 
the horses' hoofs clattering dismally on the 
slippery and broken pavement, sliding and 
floundering, turning round abrupt comers, 
and going up ruthless hills, which a London 
cabman would have pronounced as hope- 
lessly inaccessible as Mont Blanc, winding 
and twisting in a labyrinth of streets and 
houses. 

Stamboul is not, as may be easily ima- 
gined, too well illuminated at night. Sultan 
Mahmoud made a law to compel the inhabi- 
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STAMBOUL BY NIGHT. 5 

tants to hang out a light on the wall of 
every fifth house, if I remember the chiffre 
rightly; but it must have seemed to the 
Faithful a most glaring piece of injustice to 
oblige them to do so, and accordingly the 
supply of oil and wicks for the public good 
is limited. 

There also exists a law which renders 
it punishable to appear out of doors after 
dark, without, like Diogenes, carrying a lan- 
tern; but this, too, is practically obsolete, 
and very few, except female slaves carrying 
huge balloons of white paper enclosing a 
candle, appear to obey it. On we went, 
sometimes groping our way in a fashion that 
reminded me of blindman'^s buff, sometimes 
dazzled by a glare of red and smoky lustre 
that streamed from some noisy cqft, full of 
tipsy sailors and nondescript blackguards, 
swaggering and gesticulating (all Greeks, 
however, for the Turk when he indulges in 
forbidden potations generally has the grace 
to get drunk decorously and quietly), until 
my eyes ached with watching the strange 
figures who roved and flitted around us, as 
if Stamboul were a gigantic magic lantern, 
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6 STAMBOUL BY NIGHT, 

and these incongraous groups were painted 
on the glides. 

To find the hotel which we yearned for 
as a haven of rest, was a task nearly as diffi- 
cult as the quest of the Knights of the 
Round Table, or the expeditions in search 
of the Singing Tree, the Talking Bird, and 
the Water of Life. It is true that the 
Tartar and Suridjee made many inquiries of 
the turbaned and yashmacked passers-by. 
But Turkish women do not answer questions, 
they only ask them, so the fair daughters of 
Othman drew their veils more closely over 
their pale raoonshaped faces, and shuffled on 
in their soft yellow boots and loose slippers, 
while the men elevated their arched eye- 
brows, and uttered some brief but highly 
unsatisfactory reply. The worst feature of 
the case was, that Emily and I were igno- 
rant of Turkish, while Suleiman, Jovon, and 
Achmet, the Suridjee, were equally unable 
to comprehend the languages of the West, 
on which account it was impossible for the 
wearied and puzzled Tartar to inquire his 
way with anything like accuracy. 

Nothing accordingly but " Bakalum !'' 
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RAMBLES IN SEARCH OF AN HOTEL. 7 

"Mashallah!" "Ajeeb!" "WullahBillah!" 
and the like could be elicited from the gaping 
bystanders; somewhat too yague to inspire 
much hope of success. 

Twice we crossed the gigantic wooden 
bridge that spans the Golden Horn, and 
connects the Moslem Stamboul with the 
Frank Pera; twice we toiled painfully up 
the stony hill above Tophana, asking our way 
despondingly, and receiving obscure and dis- 
heartening repliejs. Suddenly from a shop 
stored with jars of drugs and gaudy-coloured 
bottles — .just such a shabbily picturesque 
pharmacies as the Apothecary/ in " Romeo and 
Juliet " might have kept— emerged a youth 
in a blue coat and a crimson tarboush, who 
proceeded to inquire in choice Italian if he 
could be of any service to us. We soon made 
known to him our dilemma, and he gave 
some clear directions in Turkish to our at- 
tendants which at once changed their lan- 
guor into activity. The whips cracked, the 
lumbering waggon rolled creaking on, and 
in ten minutes we reached the hotel, and 
alighted in front of a gateway protected by 
a grille of stout wooden bars, like the portal 
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8 MYSSERI. 

of a convent, and still more like a cage for 
wild beasts. Presently came hurrying up 
the gravel walk an array of affable waiters 
in brown hoUand coats, who talked French 
and Italian with fluent volubility, and who 
welcomed us with a profusion of bows. 

Crossing the garden under their guidance 
we gained the lighted porch, where Mysseri 
in person received us at the head of a second 
detachment oi garfons. Everybody has read 
of Mysseri in " Eothen," and may, probably, 
have imagined him a very different person- 
age from what the ex-courier and present 
mattre d'hdtel actually is. I had expected to 
see a romantic 2Ji^ farouche Eastern, and was 
amazed to behold a stout middle-aged man, 
with light hair and whiskers, and whose 
ruddy face would have been selected by a 
Frenchman as a type of the thorough John 
Bull physiognomy, the very face of the 
tutelar genius of our country, as it used to 
be represented in the old caricatures, sur- 
mounted by the classical low-crowned and 
broad-brimmed hat. Moreover Mysseri's 
English is of the purest cockney dialect, his 
accent of the most genuine London stamp, 
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SO unmistakable that any Piccadilly cabman 
or Covent-garden greengrocer would at once 
have hailed him as a compatriot. And yet 
Mysseri is a Greek, and has lived most of 
his life within hearing of the muezzin of the 
Suleimanye, instead of " Bow-bells.** 

Speaking of the Suleimanye reminds me 
of poor old Suleiman. What, I wonder, was 
the fate of that timorous and greybearded 
infidel, his white tilted wagon, and the horses 
of his heart ? Did he regain Tatar Bazartsik 
in safety ? Was he murdered by the way ? or 
does he still dwell in Stamboul, abandoning 
his home and his wife, old Fatima, rather 
than again confront the perils of the desert 
maidan on the Adrianople road ? Peace be 
with him ! never did I get so good an idea 
of Elysian happiness as when we plunged into 
Mysseri's most excellent hotel, where we 
found a capital ^^fe*< souper, real beds ! napkins 
and table-cloths of snowy whiteness, fragrant 
tea, and the like. Oh the luxury of again 
eating with a silver fork, after a month's 
compulsory use of a dagger and three fingres ! 
A poniard is more romantic than a carving- 
knife ; but, credey me ea?pertOj it is infinitely 
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10 COMFORTS OF XHE HOTEL. 

more clumsy. Oh the comforts of civiliza- 
tion which one so often grumbles at, and 
pronounces unnecessary ! and yet, which one 
only knows how to honour and appreciate 
after a spell of hardships and fatigue. 

Our passage across the country had been 
telegraphed to Constantinople from Belgrade, 
and the moment I arrived Mysseri addressed 
me by name, and presented me with a budget 
of letters. The waiters bustled about and 
gazed at us as if we were barbarians who had 
suddenly appeared in a peaceful settlement 
We were so hungry, so happy, so dusty and 
travel-worn, in our tattered Turkish garl^ 
that I felt very much as if we were the abso- 
lute Bedouins we appeared. I declare it was 
worth the toil and privations of the whole 
journey only to enjoy the luxury of that one 
night's dreamless slumber on that priceless 
but too often undervalued thing — a spring- 
mattress. 
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CHAPTER II. 

PROSPECT FROM PERA. — SCUTARI, THE CITY OF TOMBS. — 
CELEBRATED BATTLE-FIELDS. 

The morning after our arrival at Pera, on 
waking and approaching the windows of our 
hotel, the most glorious and dazzling pano- 
rama in the world burst upon our sight. 
Perched as we were upon the ridge of the 
steep hill of Pera, a mass of roofs sloping 
away beneath us to the very water's edge, 
the irregular stone houses and wooden hovels 
of Pera and Galata, here and there mingled 
with stately palaces of granite, looking like 
gilded courtiers among a ragged mob, and 
the small mosques and extensive cannon- 
foundries of Tophana, lay beneath our feet. 
Behind these was the shining Golden Horn, 
sparkling gaily in the sun, and swarming with 
darting caiques that danced like feathers on 
the surface, and large boats filled with people 
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12 PROSPECT FROM PERA. 

and brilliant with flags of every bright colour. 
Near the enormous bridges that crossed the 
Horn lay the mighty " Mahmoudier/' said to 
be the largest ship in the world, a huge sea- 
monster swimming in the rippling water, 
bristling with countless cannons, and her 
rigging fluttering all over with flaming crim- 
son flags. 

Fronting us lay Stamboul, queenly and 
superb, with her giant domes, her mosques, 
rich in fretted roofs and pinnacles blazing 
vrith gold, her snowy minarets shooting up 
in graceful beauty, side by side with the dark 
and drooping cypress, her palaces of pure 
marble flashing back the rays of the sun from 
their unsullied and glittering colonnades ; 
her terraced rows of Oriental mansions rising 
in a thousand lines and towering proudly 
above each other. To the left lay the azure 
Bosphorus, its tumbling waves lashed into 
foam by the northern breeze, and on which 
rode haughtily the fleet of the Sultan, the 
Ottoman crescent fluttering at peak and gaff 
of the great war- vessels, while around them 
bounded on the heaving bosom of the waters 
a thousand fairy and gilded barks with curved 
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keel and fantastically carved prow. And 
beyond the Bosphonis loomed the dark 
mountains of Asia, with Bulgurlu like a 
watch-tower rising high above the rest. To 
the right the beautiful Seraglio point was 
bathed by the purple wavelets of the sea of 
Marmora, from which rise up like hills from 
a level plain the rocky "Prince's Islands," 
and beyond which, in unapproachable and 
gleaming grandeur, ascend the snowy peaks 
of the Asiatic Olympus. 

Such was the prospect that greeted us as 
we stood side by side in the balcony at Mys- 
seri's, the French palace almost beneath our 
feet, its splendid apartments deserted, and 
only a few night-capped and unshaven Gauls 
visible at the casements, yawning servitors 
left in the lonely embassy to keep watch and 
ward over the effects of dandy Parisian at- 
tacMs and elegant secretaries, who were cool- 
ing their graceful persons at Buyukdere. 

Far away across the heaving Bosphorus 
lay Scutari, the necropolis of the Turks, a 
mass of domes surmounted by the gilded 
crescent of gleaming minarets and gloomy 
cypress trees that wave above the fleshless 
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14 CELEBRATED BATTLE-FIELDS. 

booes of unnumbered Osmanlies. The Turks 
never forget that they are but *' camped in 
Europe." What was but a bon mot for the 
Frank author of the saying, is to them a 
serious and eyery-day truth. Almost all of 
the more pious and patriotic Moslems who 
can afford it, order in their wills that their 
remains should find burial in Asia, the sacred 
soil of both the faith of the Cross and that 
of Islam ; where, when the race of Othman 
again gives place in Europe to the Ghiaour, 
the hoof of no infidels charger will spurn 
their resting-place. Scutari being the first 
pied a terre on the Asiatic continent to these 
dwellers in Boumelie and Bulgaria ; it is, in- 
deed, a city of tombs that may contest the 
palm with the catacombs of Rome. It is 
not often that a place rich in historical re- 
collections is also a scene of pisturesque 
beauty. Where tradition has shed the magic 
influence of her spells nature has rarely been 
bountiful. 

Pavia, Mohacs, Bosworth, Wagram, Water- 
loo, and the like, are among the ugliest spots 
on the face of the globe. It is a sore trial 
for a poet to visit the scenes of these great 
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battles, each of which exercised so potent 
an influence over the fate of the world 
and humanity, and to try to be enthusiastic 
about them. Pegasus does not gallop freely 
over such an arena ; the deep clay of those 
rich ploughed lands is so soft and tenacious 
that even his hoofs sink in it. The bard's 
harp sounds but faintly in the dense and 
foggy air of the marshes. The fountain is 
not genuine Castalian, not real Champagne, 
and with all its froth and turbulence has a 
decided twang of gooseberry. Everybody 
has been at the top of the " Lion Mount '' 
(I quote from Bradshaw), at Mont St. Jean, 
and many have written very pretty and pa- 
thetic accounts of their feelings and reflec- 
tions, while Martin, the old guide, a sort of 
prose Homer in his way, was describing and 
dramatising the combat. But the rich 
loamy cornfields look as peaceful as if they 
had drunk no human blood, nor, cannibal- 
like, feasted and fattened on dead bodies; so 
that in looking upon the quiet paysage it is 
difficult to conjure up the desperate strug- 
gles of French troopers with English Life- 
guardsmen, the batteries of bouches d feu 
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blazing and roaring, the last charge of the 
Imperial Guard, and Napoleon mounting 
his horse behind yonder little haystack, and 
riding off towards Charleroi, along the road 
that winds like a white riband among the 
dark fallows. Still less easy is it to imagine 
the dauntless Francis, that French Charles 
the Rash, spurring on at the head of his 
steel-clad horsemen over the Lombard flats, 
and the gay chivalry of France floundering 
through the swamps that environ Pavia. 
But at Stamboul there are no such anoma- 
lies. The most wonderful city in the world 
has the fairest site. It would seem marked 
out as the fittest seat for universal empire, 
situated as it is upon two seas and between 
two mighty continents. The floods of Mar- 
mora and the Mediterranean vie with the 
waves of the Euxine in wafting the treasures 
and productions of a thousand countries to 
the feet of the Queen of the East. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A TURKISH CABRIAOS. — CONSTANTINOPLE. — PREVALBNCE OF 
GREBE LIFE AND CUSTOMS. 

The sun being already too hot for walking, 
we directed our valet de place, or dragoman, 
to procure us an aruba, or Turkish carriage, 
and he accordingly brought to the door of 
the hotel a quaint four-wheeled contrivance, 
the body of which, gaudily painted and 
perched upon unconscionably high springs, 
somewhat resembled the strange caroches 
in which the court-beauties of Queen Anne's 
time were wont to drive to Banelagh and 
the Mall, while the roof inside was a blaze 
of blue and gold, with birds of Paradise of 
amazingly gorgeous plumage painted thereon, 
contrary to the injunctions of the Koran. 
This queer vehicle, into which we mounted 
with considerable dijfficulty, was driven by a 
Turk in a green turban with a swarthy pa- 
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tient face, and who although an Emir, as his 
head-dress denoted, trudged humbly beside 
his carriage, instead of ascending to the box. 
The dragoman bestrode a grey horse, and we 
started, the aruba swinging and swaying 
about, what with its gigantic springs and 
the rough pavement, like a ship at sea when 
sailors remark that it blows a capful (King 
Eric's cap, doubtless), and elderly ladies hint 
at a tempest. We descended the steep hill 
of Pera, stumbled through the small Turkish 
quarter of Tophana, passed through a shady 
gateway where soldiers and water-melon 
sellers were lounging, emerged on the shore 
of the Golden Horn, and rolling over the 
enormous wooden bridge, with its rotten 
planks and rickety piers, plunged into the 
labyrinths of Constantinople, and were soon 
" steeped in Orient^ilism." 

Everybody forms a tolerably accurate idea 
of the principal features of Venice and Con- 
stantinople, without seeing the actual piles 
of stone, wood, and brick and mortar, but 
the outline of the picture alone can be thus 
formed. To fill it up, to seize the varying 
glow of shifting colours, the changing hues 
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of light and shade, which transform the 
dimly pencilled sketch into a warm and 
▼iyid painting, you must have been on the 
spot. 

I knew all about the Bialto, and the 
Giant's Stairs, and the Winged Horses, and 
the Piazza San Marco, long before I went 
to Venice, and yet I had never realized 
these crude conceptions of my fancy until I 
saw them with the eyes of the body. Be- 
fore I had been two days in Venice I un- 
derstood the genius of the place and the 
peculiar charm that lingers around the en- 
slaved and degraded Boadicea of Italy, the 
Queen of the Adriatic, bound, bleeding, and 
quivering beneath the Austrian lasb, as much 
at least as it is given to an Englisbman of 
the nineteenth century to understand me- 
diaeval beauty. And S^amboul, like all the 
world, I had formed a tolerably correct idea 
of its glories, and when I first gazed upon 
its white minarets and myriad domes basking 
in the unsullied radiance of a -Turkish sum- 
mer morning, I was astonished to find how 
like, how very like it was to what I had 
imagined it; and yet, how feeble was my 
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mental daguerreotype to the reality of the 
gorgeous and glowing original. 

It was as if one had, like the old Grecian, 
lost one's heart to a marble Venus, and sud- 
denly beheld the peerless and living form of 
Aphrodite herself burst upon the dazzled 
sight of the sea-foam yet sparkling in snowy 
wreaths amid her golden tresses. Constan- 
tinople must be seen to be appreciated. 
There are more remarkable places in the 
East, perhaps, as there are certainly many 
cities of a more exclusively Moslem and 
Oriental character, but there can be none 
whose splendour equals that of the con- 
quest of Mahomet H. She reigns without 
a rival. 

One of the greatest charms of Constanti- 
nople is that you see the Tartar race and 
Turkish architecture engrafted as it were upon 
the ancient Grecian empire of the Palseologi 
and Comneni, overshadowing but not wholly 
eclipsing the traces of classic art and primi- 
tive Christianity. When the eye has become 
in some measure accustomed to the strange 
garb, the gaudily coloured robes, the tur- 
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bans, beards, and tarboushes of the swanning 
Mussulman population, it is easy to discern 
a strong under-current of Greek life and 
Greek customs, almost unchanged since the 
time of the empire, and but partially affected 
by the supremacy of the warrior sons of 
Othman. 

At the first glance the Mahommedan 
Turk seems to be in his native land, at 
once the child and master of the soil. 
Before long, however, the number, the 
energy, and the activity of the numerous 
dingy forms in shabby fezzes and dark blue 
shulwars that one sees thronging the streets, 
gives one the idea that the Turks have never 
really taken root in the land, and that even 
at Stamboul, their principal camp in Europe, 
they are ai^tificially maintained in their pre- 
sent position of command. Commerce is 
now as popular with the Sultan's Greek 
Rayahs as piracy was with their Thracian 
and Ionian ancestors. A great proportion 
of the trade of the country is in their hands, 
and tbey hurry about the streets near the 
waterside, all day long, making clamorous 
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bargains, fighting pitched battles of gesti- 
culation and lies about a drachma or a 
piastre, and shrieking and gabbling until the 
stately infidels sitting in fipont of the cqf^ 
are startled into removing the amber mouth- 
piece from their lips with a " Mashallah !" as 
the mercantile tornado sweeps by. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

VISIT TO THB FANAR. — CHARAOTBB OF ITS INHABITANTS.— 
CONTRAST BETWEEN THE GREEKS AND TURKS. 

Haying driven for some hours through 
the most btisy thoroughfares of Stomboul 
we exchanged our weary horse and panting 
driver for a fresh aruha drawn hy a powerful 
white horse of the Anatolian hreed, and 
wended our way up the steep acclivity that 
leads to the Fanar. Ere long we had reached 
a cluster of silent streets whose tall and 
dusky houses, scrupulously painted of a dull 
lead colour with barricadoed doors and win- 
dows barred with iron, had a sad and 
gloomy appearance when contrasted with 
the blue, red, and yellow Turkish houses 
among which we had been wandering. The 
streets were deserted, the lattices were 
closed, the very pavement was so deeply 
carpeted with dust that the iron-bound 
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hoofs of a horse produced no more sound upon 
it than the velvet footfall of a belated cat. 
The Seven Sleepers would have had a long 
spell of slumber here before anything woke 
them. The enchanted princess would never 
have had a chance of a reveillee and a hus- 
band. 

Yet this is the Fanar, the cobweb where 
so many dark tissues of intrigue are woven, 
the den of the Machiavels of the East, 
the nursery of Greek princes, the ma- 
nufactory of hospodars for Moldavia and 
Wallachia. 

Here dwells the patriarch, amid many 
a crafty Ulysses of high-sounding name. 
Here reside the descendants of the standard- 
bearers of Constantino, and the nobles of 
the Palseologi. And from among these 
princely houses have ever been chosen the 
subject rulers of the two great northern 
provinces of Turkey, Christian Pashas of 
the Porte, whose capitals are Jassy and 
Bucharest. 

To become one of these royal slaves 
has always been the ambition of all Rayah 
Greeks of birth and rank, and the cause of a 
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thousand conspiracies and crimes. True, the 
diadem is lined with thorns and stained with 
blood, the head that wears the crown falls, 
or until very recently fell, as a matter of 
course, beneath the scimitar of the execu- 
tioner, but the empty and dangerous dignity 
was not the less fiercely contended for and 
greedily sought by the members of the pri- 
vileged houses. These families of titled 
Helots are kept in the Fanar by the Sultan 
as a Norfolk farmer coops up his choicest 
turkeys, and for the same reason. When a 
Greek grows too rich, his over plethoric 
purse is squeezed, and the sequins find their 
way into the treasury. When a prince 
becomes too audacious or successful in his 
schemes, he disappears. The mutes of the 
seraglio tell no tales. Yet this cave of Po- 
lyphemus, this coop for human beings, suits 
the character of the modem Greeks. It is 
true that the Fanar, that assemblage of 
dusty palaces with bottle-glass windows, is 
but too often converted into a shambles, 
when on some occasion of popular turmoil 
a fanatical and bloodthirsty Turkish mob 
rushes, furious in its blind rage, and eager 
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for slaughter, to immolate a hecatomb of 
Christians. It was in this very quarter that 
a crowd of frantic Mussulmans, on the break- 
ing out of the Greek Revolution at Athens, 
massacred numbers of unoffending and help- 
less Rayahs, and that musketry was mingled 
till sunset with the agonized groans of the 
dying. Here, also, the Greek patriarch, with 
several bishops and other ecclesiastics, was 
hanged by order of Sultan Mahmoud, the 
reformer, because his countrymen had risen 
in arms to regain their liberty. 

All this, at first, sounds very much as if 
the Turks were a gang of malignant cut- 
throats, and the Greeks a nation of Bozzari 
and Epaminondases. The Greeks command 
the ear of Europe, they tell their own tale, 
and are believed; they are distinguished 
linguists, while the Turks, proud, indolent, 
and ignorant, confide in their honesty, and 
are abused by the Franks as a set of vindic- 
tive barbarians, on the evidence of the 
Greeks. The truth is, that the Turks are 
like the Bretons, a brave, obstinate, gene- 
rous, plain-spoken people; the Greeks are 
like the Normans, a crafty, plausible, grasp- 
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ing, and lying race. The Turk, whenever 
an Smeute occurs, seizes his musket and goes 
forth to avenge years of trickery and fraud 
on the part of the Rayah by one pull of the 
trigger. His simple, fiery, downright nature 
is no match for the inherent subtlety of the 
Greek, and he takes the first opportunity 
of asserting his superiority, sword in hand, 
obeying thus the martial instincts of the 
fighting Tartar stock. We in Europe only 
hear the pleading on the Rayah's side of the 
question. 

The Greek talks French and Italian flu- 
ently, and is an eloquent and plausible 
fellow to boot, while the Osmanii, who 
never speaks any tongue but the one his 
mother taught him, and who does not see 
any necessity for appealing to the standard 
of public opinion in western Europe to ap- 
prove his acts, is naturally painted in the 
blackest colours. The Greek is subtle, 
shrewd, and industrious, but he has some 
failings. He is never too brave, never over 
trustworthy, and he seems actually unable 
to tell the truth, or to remain quiet. 

In veracity the Hellene equals the modem 
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Norman; in restlessness he surpasses the 
ocelot and the wild cat. When a Greek 
is not fingering money you are sure to see 
him counting beads, a rosary in his hand, 
and his digits moving like those of a child 
playing at cat's-cradle. Many, no doubt, 
regard this as a devotional exercise, but it 
is nothing of the kind. Neither credo nor 
ave is prescribed by the Greek Church, and 
the string of beads serves merely as an 
employment for the restless fingers of its 
owner. The Turks, on the other hand, are 
a nation of gentlemen. Calm and dignified 
in their attitudes of repose, courteous in 
manner, bland and polished in speech. One 
feels before long an actual fondness for their 
graceful robes and noble faces, and wonders 
how the nations of Christendom could have 
had the heart to cleave their poor old tur- 
bans, bum or sink their clumsy ships, and 
make the wholesale slaughter among them 
that fills up so many gory pages in the 
history of Europe. 

I wonder if any one of the haughty and 
mail-sheathed knights of Malta, after sink- 
ing a Turkish galley, ever felt a twinge of 
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regret as he beheld those handsome, sad 
faces, terribly smeared and dabbled with 
blood, sink slowly, [one by one, beneath the 
blue waves, the great dark eyes looking up 
with a gaze of half gentle half solemn re- 
proach, like those of a dying gazelle. I 
wonder if any valiant champion of the cross, 
say Matthias Corvinus or Prince Eugene, 
as his war-horse caracoled over a won battle- 
field, trampling over thousands of forms as 
fine as Apollo's, and crushing features as 
beautiful as those of Alcibiades, beneath his 
iron-shod feet, ever reflected that such 
beings could scarcely have been created for 
the sole purpose of being hacked and hewed 
and pierced and trodden down, and that 
perhaps the mace and the musket-but might 
not, after all, be the best instruments where- 
with to beat civilization into Moslem heads. 
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CHAPTER V. 

BOATMEN OF CONSTANTINOPLE. — CROSSING THE BOSPHORUS. 

THE TRADES PECULIAR TO THE TURKS. ARMENIANS. — 

GREEKS. JEWS. OUR CICERONE. — DRAGOMAN.— ANCIENT 

CHARACTER OF TURKS. — GREEK DRAGOMAN's DESCRIPTION OF 
TURKISH CHARACTER. — RUSSIAN INFLUENCE AT CONSTANTI- 
NOPLE. 

Discharging our aruba at the quay 
nearest to the Seraglio Point we resolved 
upon taking a caique and erossing to the 
Asiatic shore of the Bosphorus, to visit 
Scutari. As soon as our iiitention became 
manifest to the crowd of lounging boatmen 
who sat idly on the gunwale of their frail 
skiffs, smoking the inevitable chibouque, a 
shout was raised by the whole gang, and a 
scene ensued of a still more vivacious cha- 
racter than the contest of the Dublin car- 
drivers for Jack HintorCs patronage. I defy 
even an Irishman to make as much noise as 
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an excited Turk. When a Moslem is 
roused from his apathy, he resembles no- 
thing so much as a powder-magazine in a 
state of explosion. AU the bronzed and 
black-bearded figures, disposed in picturesque 
and speechless groups around, silent as 
monks of La Trappe, motionless as statues, 
started forth into a state of the most bois- 
terous activity and violence, shouting, " ter- 
jiman!'' "terjiman!" to the interpreter, 
with as much vehement volubility as if their 
lives depended upon their being hired, the 
caiquejees swarmed around us, gamboling, 
bounding, roaring, disputing, and cursing 
with a gusto and ardour that made Thames 
watermen and Neapolitan barcajuoli appear 
quiet and well-behaved persons by compa- 
rison with the mob of bellowing Paynims 
that surrounded us. I thought they would 
have torn us to pieces in their frantic endea- 
vours to drag us to their respective barks; 
but at last a tall copper-coloured fellow, 
with a frightful scar across his swarthy 
cheek, conquered his rivals as mu^h by 
vigour of lungs as by strength of muscles, 
and aided by his subordinate, a stout young 
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Turk, with a ruddy and good-humoured face* 
bore us off in triumph to his caique. It is 
not an agreeable thing for a nervous per- 
son to step into a caique lying in deep 
water. 

My nerves are not particularly trouble- 
some, and yet I never became quite recon- 
ciled to it. The extreme fragility of the 
long slender boat, curved like a bow, its 
light planks and narrow keel, and its little 
draught of water, combine to render it as 
flimsy a cockle-shell as the bark canoe of a 
Tuscarora. It is necessary, moreover, for a 
passenger to seat himself on a carpet at the 
bottom of the boat, like a tailor on his shop- 
board, and to remain motionless in this atti- 
tude, as any careless movement, or even a 
sudden gust of wind, may, at any moment, 
overturn the insecure skiif. 

We used to incur great censure from the 
oarsmen for frequently insisting on sitting on 
the elevated stern of the boat, contrary to all 
rule and precedent; but it is anything but 
pleasant to be placed at the bottom of a 
high gunwaled craft, sharp as a knife, and 
with planks as thin as pasteboard, and see 
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the greeu and white crests of the foaming 
waves alone rise, lofty and menacing, above 
the frail bulwarks. 

The Turks appropriately call their light 
barks, kirhmgistj water-swallow, and slight as 
they are, not unfrequently step a high mast 
in them, and carry a press of sail that 
makes the craft go flying madly along like a 
wounded sea-gull, half in and half out of 
the boiling water, and heeling over so as 
to show her polished keeL This is all very 
well for a caiquejee, a perfectly amphibious 
creature, whose sole clothing consists of a 
scanty white shirt and trousers, red cap and 
slippers, and whose bare arms and legs, burnt 
to a bronze colour by the sun, have been 
used to buffet the water from infancy ; but 
a Turkish effendi, in flowing robes and volu- 
minous shulwars, heavy pelisse, and mas- 
sive turban, or a Frank in a tight coat, 
stock, &c., would have but a poor chance 
among the tumbling waves of the Bosphorus. 
Our brawny rowers bent to their oars, and 
the caique went flashing through the water, 
cutting through the threatening masses that 
rose dark and angry over our bow, as easily 
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as a Damascus blade would divide a melon 
in twain. On we went, passing gilded skiffs, 
in which reclined indolent effendis, or veiled 
ladies, over whose delicate heads a fringed 
umbrella was usually sustained by some 
grinning black slave, with gold bracelets 
and collar, and with teeth sparkling like 
two rows of enormous pearls ; skimming by 
heavy barges laden with grapes, and passen- 
gers of the poorer class, while great golden 
melons lay piled up in shining pyramids in 
the bow. 

Then some clumsy boat would come lum- 
bering down the current, with thirty men 
tugging painfully at the oars, and loaded to 
the water's edge with soldiers and galley- 
slaves, the clank of whose chains sounded 
harsh and dissonant to the ear. Then some 
superb caique, richly ornamented with car- 
ving and gilding, and lined with velvet and 
gold, would be seen ploughing the sea with 
the velocity of a grampus, a dozen of stout 
rowers straining furiously at the tough oars, 
and a lazy pasha, a mass of fat and blue 
cloth, with a diamond star on his breast, and 
the priceless amber of his pipe between his 
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mute lips, lolling lieavily in the stern-sheets 
among his obsequious slaves. 

Then there lay the Turkish fleet riding at 
anchor, under the commaiid of Halil, the Ca- 
pitan Pasha — dead now, poor fellow ! — ^great 
floating castles, bristling with the grim 
mouths of yawning cannon, alive with dirty 
and shabby sailors, and with the crescent and 
crimson field at the mainpeak. And the 
country ships, the vessels from the Black 
Sea and the coasts of Asia Minor, what 
quaint things they were ! Strange classical 
vessels, with high beaks and wonderful poops 
all over carving, and extraordinary masts 
and yards whose crowded sails drew appa- 
rently all manner of ways at once, came 
bearing down upon us, ships that Ulysses 
and Agamemnon might have voyaged in, 
and which iEneas and Palinurus might have 
navigated. There were antique galleys and 
galliots, broad in the beam and deeply laden 
with merchandise, creeping like clumsy water- 
insects down the Bosphorus, and yet im- 
pelled by splashing sweeps and crowded 
canvas, while on the turret-like stern stood 
the gvbernatOT as in the days of Virgil, 
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tiller in hand. The crews of most of these 
vessels were Turks, for although the sons of 
Islam leave commerce in a great measure to 
the Rayahs, there are many trades in which 
none but Osmanlies are ever seen engaged. 
All the caiquejees who row their narrow and 
gilded wherries on the Golden Horn and the 
Bosphorus are Turks, all the hamals or por- 
ters are Turks, so are the shoemakers and the 
sweetmeat-sellers. The arubas, as they call 
the quaint hackney carriages, are driven by 
Turks, the grooms and suridjees are Turks, 
the pipe-sellers are Turks, the beautiful gold- 
worked scarfs and handkerchiefs are embroi- 
dered by Turkish women. 

The Armenians are generally engaged in 
trade, chaffering seems their element, and 
not only the seraffs and money-changers, but 
most of the druggists and perfumers are of 
this large -eared and dusky complexioned 
race. They have, moreover, a natural apti- 
tude for the study of medicine, and in 
bleeding they are remarkably expert, more 
so indeed than any European surgeons, as 
I was assured by the eminent Dr. McCarthy, 
the chief physician of the Serail. 
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The Greeks cordially hate their Eutychean 
confrdresj and accuse them of flattering and 
fawning upon the Turks, while they them- 
selves affect to despise such baseness, and to 
carry matters with a high hand in dealing 
with their Moslem rulers. I suspect there 
is more of the spirit of rivalry than of self- 
respect in these Hellenic recriminations, and 
that the head and front of the Armenian's 
offending is his superior skill in gilding the 
pill of adulation for a Mussulman palate. 
But the truth is, that the Armenian is a 
humble, servile sort of being, ever ready to 
kneel in the mud and pick up a piastre flung 
there by the disdainful Osmanli, while the 
Greek is insolent when he dares, and only 
crouches when the bastinado menaces his 
devoted soles. 

Next to the Turks, the Jews are decidedly 
the most honest race in the Sultan's do- 
minions. The Jews in Turkey, descendants 
of the Hebrews of Granada and Malaga 
who were driven with the Moors from Spain 
by the intolerance of the bigoted sovereigns 
of Castile, are greatly superior in education 
and probity to their degraded compatriots 
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in Other lands. They yet retain among 
themselves the use of the Spanish tongue, 
and are prodigies of learning compared 
with the ignorant barbarians who surround 
them. 

During the first part of our stay at Con- 
stantinople our guide and cicerone in all 
excursions was a valet de place attached to 
the hotel, a Smyrniote Greek. Afterwards 
we exchanged him for a Jew in a ragged 
blue gown and paltry felt cap, a great con- 
trast to the dashing Christian dragoman in 
his spruce attire and glossy white hat. But 
the diflference was amazing when we went 
to make purchases at the bazar. Amber 
mouth-pieces, that had previously been ex- 
posed for sale at fabulous prices, fell to their 
regular market value ; richly embroidered 
scarfs and slippers sank from the " rien ! 
quelques livres sterling^'' disdainfully men- 
tioned by the conscientious Greek, to a 
mere handful of piastres, and arubajees 
and caiquejees were satisfied with less 
than four times their fare. The Hebrew 
proved a greatly superior dragoman to the 
Hellene. 
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By the by, I wonder why we call inter- 
preters in the East dragomans or dragomen. 
Terjiman is the Turkish word, which we, 
for unknown reasons, translate into a title 
equally outlandish, and with the additional 
recommendation of belonging to no language 
at all. I believe firmly that these con- 
founded interpreters are the cause of all the 
mischief and misunderstanding that ever has 
occurred in the East between the European 
powers and the brother of the Sun. These 
diplomatic go-betweens perpetually profit by 
the mutual ignorance of Turks and Franks 
respecting each other's languages, te keep 
up an erroneous idea in the mind of each 
about his neighbour's character and dis- 
position. 

Anciently it was the custom of all Christian 
writers to describe the Turks as cruel, san- 
guinary, brutal, bigoted monsters, perpetually 
cutting each other's throats, sowing up their 
wives in sacks, spitting in the faces of Euro- 
peans, and finally submitting meekly to the 
application of the bowstring. You may see 
the same idea worked out in all the old 
novels about the East, in whose pages the 
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Osmanli invariably figures as a sort of com- 
pound of Blue Beard, an Ogre, and a Grand 
Inquisitor. It is only of late days that, 
thanks to the Peninsular and Oriental Com- 
pany and **Murra/s Hand-book," people 
have become more acquainted with the 
Moslem and his simple, childish, chivalrous 
nature. 

In consequence, the tone of description 
has changed materially since the publication 
of "Ayesha," and " Anastasius." But the 
dragoman, the Greek dragoman of Constan- 
tinople, makes it a rule to depict the Turks 
as ferocious and fanatical barbarians, and to 
relate a thousand lying tales of their cruelty 
and bigotry. In this manner he contrives, 
in a great measure, to keep up the old no- 
tions of Mahommedan intolerance and per- 
fidy, while he exaggerates his own conse- 
quence in the eyes of his employers by the 
facility with which he bargains or disputes 
with these grim sons of Othman. 

There is a venerable tale current, a sort of 
heirloom of the dragomans, respecting an 
ill-fated English Colonel, who was compelled 
to peel onions in a guard-house filled with 
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Turkish soldiers, throughout the livelong 
night, as a punishment for having heen in 
Stamboul after the gates were shut at dusk* 
Now it is certain, that a backsheesh of two- 
pence will serve as an '*open sesam^" to 
any gate at any hour ; and still more certain, 
that a Russian, or an Englishman, would be 
the very last person selected as a victim for 
military tyranny in Turkey. 

But the dragoman would find it as hard 
and arbitrary a proceeding to compel him 
to give up his marvellous tales about the 
Moslemah as a garrulous old crone to be 
deprived of the darling privilege of telling 
ghost-stories to her wondering nurselings. 
In spite of him, however, the European 
nations are beginning to discover that a 
Turk, although " turbaned," is not necessarily 
" malignant." 

In driving or walking about Constanti- 
nople and its environs it never once occurred 
to us to be cursed as Ghiaours, or pelted by 
the grave and courteous children of the 
Turks, while I scarcely ever knew a Greek 
urchin refrain from launching a stone or aii 
epithet at a European passer-by, when it 
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could be done with impunity. The Greek 
boys are sa noisy, insolent, and mischievous, 
as the Parisian gamins^ while the calm and 
solemn-eyed young Mahometans never take 
the slightest notice of the Frank, except 
by an occasional graceful and gracious 
salaam. 

The Greek Rayahs are devoted admirers 
and friends of Russia, and truly if you be- 
lieve the dragomans' tales you will feel humi- 
liated to hear that the influence of England 
is a mere bagatelle at the Sublime Porte 
compared with the preponderating and 
crushing influence of the Czar. The Rus- 
sian palace is more respected than any other, 
the Russian diplomatists the most numerous 
and active in intrigue and waltzing, the 
money-market gorged with Russian roubles, 
which not even the firmans of the Padishah 
can keep out of the country. The Black 
Sea is enamelled with Russian sails. Constan- 
tinople seems overshadowed and clouded by 
the wide-spreading wings of that tremendous 
black eagle, a more terrific bird than the 
roc of Sinbad. 

The unhappy Sultan appears to be a 
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political Damocles, with the sabre perpe- 
tually glittering above his head, and the 
frail thread of filmy texture menacing to 
snap in twain. 

There is a swift current, averaging, it is 
said, from five to eight miles an hour, ac- 
cording to the season, which flows from the 
Black Sea through the Bosphorus and the 
Sea of Marmora, and finally rushes through 
the Dardanelles. Moreover, there is usually 
a wind from the north that aids materially 
the force of the stream. In a few, a very few 
hours, all the Russian war-vessels now swing- 
ing at their anchors in the Euxine could 
drop down through the Boghaz and sweep 
past Scutari to Constantinople, their guns 
grinning at the dense mountain of houses 
and domes. 

At any time when a European war should 
distract the attention of England and France 
the Muscovite cannon might thunder among 
the shipping of the Golden Horn, and the 
minarets of Stamboul, without warning or 
preparation. 

There is the really vulnerable part of the 
Turkish empire, there is the fatal flaw in the 
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cuirass, the defective rivet of the hauberk. 
What is the use of mountain frontiers, of 
chains of fortresses, of protecting deserts, 
when the centre of government lies una- 
voidably open and exposed ? At any moment 
the sword of the enemy may pierce the bare 
bosom of the Giant. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

CONSTANTINOPLE IN THE DOG-DAYS. — PREVALENCE OF MALIG- 
NANT FEVERS. — THE AUTHOR ATTACKED BY FEVER. — EFFECTS 
OF THE COUNTRY FEVER. — THE PESTILENTIAL DANUBE. — 
DEATH OF AN ENGLISH GENTLEMAN. — HURRY OF INTERMENT. 

THE PETIT CHAMP DES MORTS. — KITES AND WILD DOGS. — 

HYDROPHOBIA UNKNOWN IN THE EAST. — SERMON TO DOGS. 

We had reached Constantinople in the 
dog-days, and the weather was unusually 
sultry even for the east. The Perotes pro- 
fessed to have experienced no such extre- 
mity of heat for five-and-twenty years. Few 
people cross Turkey in July, riding in the 
full blaze of the sun, with perfect impunity. 

Three or four days after our arrival one 
of the malignant fevers prevalent in the 
country attacked the Tartar lovon, and pros- 
trated him in spite of his gigantic strength 
and hardy habits. In a few hours the co- 
lossus, vanquished by the viewless but ter- 
rible foe, and exhausted by loss of blood, 
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lay with blanched cheeks and powerless 
limbs as feeble and helpless as a little child. 

The same day the invisible pest laid its 
heavy hand on me. We had gone out in 
the full blaze of noon to see the Atmeidan 
and the square of Sultan Bayazid, and soon 
after our return I was stretched on a bed, 
with burning brow and pulse throbbing and 
leaping madly, while I felt as if my swollen 
veins were filled with liquid fire. 

Luckily Dr. McCarthy, the justly cele- 
brated physician of the Serail, was at hand, 
and an expert Armenian surgeon being in- 
stantly summoned, the lancet was resorted 
to in time to check the fatal advances of the 
fever, and I was carried into a large cool 
room overlooking the sea, where I remained 
in a state hovering between death and life 
for many days, my extreme weakness and 
the unfavourable sultriness of the weather 
combining to struggle against skilful advice 
and kind nursing. 

I recovered at last, thank God ! but very 
slowly ; and before I could walk lovon was 
on his feet and tottering about, his bronzed 
face much paler and his vast limbs hardly 
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able to bear his weight. Poor fellow, he 
was a true and loyal Servian, for Dr. McCar- 
thy told me afterwards that nothing ap- 
peared to please him so much during his 
illness as to converse in his native tongue 
about his prince and his country. 

Three or four weeks afterwards Giovanni 
arrived from Philippopoli, with his head 
shaved and a very pale face. I sent him to 
recruit in Italy, quite cured of any fancy for 
roving about in Eastern lands. 

Emily, alone, escaped the fevers, which at 
Constantinople are fearfully common, and 
which are often brought on by very slight 
exertion combined with undue exposure to 
the fierce sun. 

There is one good trait in this pest of the 
Orient, the country fever, namely, that it sel- 
dom makes the patient languish. The lancet, 
what the French would call an heroic remedy, 
is the first thing appealed to, and the Turkish 
green leech the second. If the fever kills, 
one is dead in twenty-four hours and buried 
in four more ; if the hakim conquers, the 
danger is soon over, except the perils arising 
from weakness and exhaustion. 
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Nothing can be more prejudicial to healtb 
than sleeping with open windows in a hot 
climate ; thousands have fallen victims to it, 
and yet the temptation is almost irresistible, 

I used to notice, during the two months 
we spent at Mysseri's, that every now and 
then some gay young Frenchman, or English- 
man, would arrive, singing cheerfully and 
moving about with a brisk and active step : 
it never lasted a fortnight. As a caged bird 
leaves off warbling and pruning its feathers 
to mope drearily with dull eye and neglected 
plumes on the hated perch, so I used to hear 
the gaily hummed opera tune subside into a 
dirge and then cease altogether, while the 
light tread became a feeble step, the mere 
languid ghost of a footfall. 

Up the Black Sea, and at the mouth of 
the pestilential Danube, men were dying by 
scores every day. There were empty vessels, 
crews without captains, captains without 
crews. 

I remember that the "Galatz** packet 
once brought in an English gentleman, a pas- 
senger from Vienna, sick of a fever caught 
in the deadly marshes of the river, and raving 
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in the wildest delirium. He was alone, with- 
out a single iiiend or relative to moisten his 
parched lips or smooth his pillow; without 
one loving hand to close his eyes. He died 
before he had been in the hotel two hours, 
and was buried with startling quickness. 
He was a fine looking young man of about 
twenty-five, who had, probably, left his own 
country in all the pride of youth and health, 
glovring with hope and pleasure, and think- 
ing of nothing so little as of death. Doubt- 
less he had left a home in England, and a 
mother, and friends that loved him ; perhaps 
also one that loved him more than all the 
rest, and who counted the days wearily in 
waiting his return. Yet he died among un- 
sympathizing hirelings and callous strangers ; 
and I saw the rough and ill-made coflSin that 
contained his remains hurried and huddled 
out of the house two hours and a-half after 
his arrival. The gaunt jackals and house 
less curs were scratching at his shallow grave 
by sunset. 

There is something to my mind inexpres- 
sibly terrible, and at the same time revolt- 
ing as it were to humanity, in the fact that 

D 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



50 THE PETIT CHAMP DES MORTS. 

a strong healthy man may, and often does, in 
a strange place and a single day, fall ill, die, 
be buried, and be forgotten while his limbs 
are yet warm. This hurry of interment tends 
to make people careless of life, and callously 
indifferent to human suffering. It is uni- 
versal in the South, and you have scarcely 
time to hear that your neighbour is ill before 
you witness his hasty and irreverent funeral. 

What a contrast to the unperishing forms, 
drawn up in grim and frozen array at the 
Monastery of St. Bernard ! what a contrast 
to a Northern prince lying in state among 
banners and candelabra, in ghastly but 
haughty pageantry, when 

" The pages stand mute by the tapestried pall." 

Death is stripped of its splendid robes and 
sable plumes in a hot climate. 

The poor victim of Danube malaria was 
buried in the Petit Champ des Morts, as they 
somewhat inconsistently call a huge Gol- 
gotha of tombs and barren mounds of gravel, 
among which is the favourite promenade of 
the Perotes. A drearier place was never seen, 
whether you look at the gloomy forest of 
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dark cypresses that wave their sepulchral 
boughs over the Turkish cemetery on the 
slope of the hill, or turn towards the parched 
and shadeless resting-place of the Christian 
dead. On one side are turbans of coarse 
stone and roughly carved, which mark the 
graves of the Mussulman poor, mingled with 
the gftudily painted monuments of the opu- 
lent, flaring in scarlet and blue, blazing with 
golden letters and adorned with towering 
fezzes, while here and there the mausoleum 
of an Agha moulders within its green and 
corroded railings. 

On the other side is an immense necro- 
polis of gravestones, displaying Greek and 
Latin inscriptions, and among which you 
may now and then read the name of some 
young English martyr to the climate. Not 
a blade of grass is to be seen in this melan- 
choly spot; but en revanche kites abound 
(not children's toys, but wide-winged birds 
with beak and talons) ; wild dogs range 
about fearlessly in gaunt troops ; and there 
are several Greek caf6s among the tombs, 
where crowds sit during the summer even- 
ings, drinking sour red wine and listening 
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to indifferent music. The wandering dogs 
appear thoroughly at home in the Petit 
Champ des Morts, and lie basking in the 
sun or range about in search of carrion, grim 
tawny monsters that glare ferociously at the 
passer-by. They quarrel much among them- 
selves; and when a stray cur belonging to 
one pack is caught trespassing on the hunt- 
ing grounds of another horde, the growls of 
the prowlers thus intruded upon become 
terrific. Their number equals their fierce- 
ness : I have counted fifty in a single troop. 

Yet, with all the howling and snarling of 
the dogs of Constantinople, it is very rare 
for a human being to be assailed by them, 
I only once remember seeing a wild dog bite 
a man, and that was for treading on him in 
the streets at night; a provocation that Lady 
Letitia's darling lap-dog would, probably, have 
equally resented. 

Hydrophobia being luckily unknown in 
the East, the danger of leaving so many 
savage brutes at large is less than it would 
appear at first sight; and whenever they 
become too formidable by their numbers, 
some thousands of them are carried to a de- 
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solate island in the Sea of Marmora, and left 
there to starve, three days' provisions and 
fresh water being placed within their reach, 
and a sermon on the duties of resignation 
and endurance being preached to them by a 
devout Mollah. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



54 THE BSZESTEEIN BAZAB. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE BEZESTEEIN BAZAB. — TURKISH SHOP. — TURKISH MODE OF 
BARGAINING. 

The great Bezesteein Bazar is the best 
gallery wherein to study pictures of Eastern 
life and manners. In some parts of it, to 
be sure, one gets unmercifully hustled and 
pushed about by the crowds of sherbet- 
sellers, itinerant pedlars, Nubian merchants, 
and Syrian dervishes, but in others one may 
enjoy all the luxury of calm repose, and, 
enthroned on the counter of some friendly 
Turk, have a magnificent coup d'csil of the 
vast and dimly-lighted emporium where un- 
told riches are piled, glimmering in the 
struggling sunbeams that pierce the dusty 
skylights. 

In most of the shops the passive trader 
sits among a host of slip-shod friends, lazily 
smoking in a semicircle, and looking with 
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as supercilious and goguenard an air at the 
casual purchaser, as the regular frequenters 
of the Parisian opera assume when an un- 
initiated mortal ventures to intrude into the 
hallowed precincts of ihe foyer. 

How different to Swan and Edgar's, or 
Howell and James's, is a Turkish shop ! No 
bustle there, no empressement of young coun- 
ter-dandies, no folding up and bearing out 
of parcels, no eager tearing open of carriage 
doors and rattling of steps, no unnecessarily 
noisy appeals to the cashier, no obsequious- 
ness! How often I have stood in one of 
the dusky galleries of the Bazar, patiently 
watching the proceedings of buyers and 
sellers, as much amused as ever I was by 
the cleverest vaudeville. There was a same- 
ness in the general tenor of the business, to 
be sure, but yet it was diversified by a thou- 
sand quaint incidents, varying according to 
the character and nationality of the bar- 
gainers. It waB a mercantile comedy that 
fluctuated from the frontiers of broad farce 
to the borders of tragedy. Wright and 
Macready could have enacted the parts 
about equally well. 
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The piece always commences in dumb 
show. The grave and bearded merchant 
fixes his solemn eye upon the customer and 
languidly makes room for him on the divan, 
laying his hand on his heart and bowing 
silently the while, with much more of the 
air of a minister receiving a troublesome 
applicant for place or pension than that of 
a tradesman ; his friends look curiously at 
the purchaser ; no one speaks ; the intruder 
feels the gine of his position, grows awkward, 
embarrassed. He has broken in upon a 
snug friendly circle, a quiet little coterie^ 
and he feels that he owes an explanation of 
the cause of his visit to the motionless 
beings who sit like sphynxes around, glaring 
at him vdth their stony eyes, like the petri- 
fied seamen in the enchanted grotto. 

He speaks at last, though he half fears to 
break the silence that reigns in the quiet 
emporium. Humbly, apologetically, difli- 
dently, he mentions his wish to buy some 
article that the trader's store is likely to 
contain. 

The spell is dissolved. Slowly and de- 
murely the shopkeeper withdraws the amber 
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mouth -piece from his moustachioed lips, 
deliberately he allows a graceful column of 
blue smoke, emerging from his mouth, to 
curl its spiral folds in the clear air, then 
gravely pronouncing the one word pekkhe, 
and making as much of that one word as 
Demosthenes of an oration, hands the pipe 
to his guest, who, touching with his fingers 
his breast, his lips, and brow, courteously 
accepts it. 

This is rather an unpleasant ceremony to 
an Englishman ; but there is no escape, and 
it is better to take it with as few wry faces 
as possible. 

After a few whiffs the pipe is returned 
with a bend and a smile^ and the merchant 
claps his hands. A very ugly negro boy, 
grinning from ear to ear, and a good deal 
like a happy baboon in the face, enters, 
receives a gruff and inarticulate growl by 
way of an order, salaams, and vanishes with 
the agility of a harlequin. 

In two seconds he is back again, with a 
sevenfoot cherry-stick chibouque, whose bowl 
is filled with a tuft of fragrant Latakia, on 
which glow a piece of lighted charcoal and 
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an aromatic nut. The guest, for he is much 
more of a guest than a customer, places the 
rich amber between his lips, and resigns 
himself to the placid enjoyment of the 
flowery Syrian weed. The shopkeeper's 
friends puff away at their chibouques and 
suck convulsively at the snaky tubes of their 
cool and bubbling narghiles. 

The youthful blackamoor brings fairy cups 
of scalding coffee for everybody, each cup 
enclosed in its little holder of silver filigree. 
The tiny vessel is presented, the elegantly 
worked zarf is withdrawn with a graceful 
sweep, the coffee is imbibed, the pipes are in 
full activity, and the customer reiterates his 
demand for a shawl, a silver-mounted pistol, 
a gold-embossed saddle, or an embroidered 
robe. 

The merchant claps his hands ; the black 
slave appears, like an imp in a pantomime; 
the merchant growls out his orders; the slave 
searches for the desired article. Meanwhile 
grunts of civility pass between the purchaser 
and the friends of the shopkeeper, and per- 
haps a water-pipe with serpentine tube and 
costly amber is proffered to the guest as an 
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act of courtesy by some Moslem Chesterfield 
among the company. 

The shawl is found at last, it is unfolded 
and laid down on the counter, the purchaser 
inspects it, every one admires it. Blessed be 
the father, the grandfather, and the great- 
grandfather of the man that made the 
shawl! 

The merchant names his price. It is a 
high one, of course ; some fabulous amount 
of piastres, or as they call them, groucMer. 
The customer shrugs his shoulder, arches his 
eyebrows, takes three or four rapid whiffs at 
his chibouque, and says something about the 
power and sanctity of the prophet. There 
is a pause ; all smoke in silence ; at length 
the merchant says that, " Wallah ! Bil- 
lah ! " he cannot take a para, not an asper, 
less than the before-mentioned number of 
purses. To this the customer makes a 
laconic reply expressive of dissent, and the 
shopkeeper's friends take their Amphitryon's 
part, and praise his wares with an eloquence 
which, if brevity really be the soul of wit, 
must be exceedingly brilliant, but which 
does not appear greatly to impress the pur- 
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chaser. So they go on, bargaining in mono- 
syllables, and puffing like steam-engines. 

One would really think that all Turks of 
respectability " spoke pearls," by the very 
small number of precious words which they 
utter in the course of the day, 

Suddenly a new voice breaks in upon the 
tranquil discussion, which might be that of 
a parliament of lotus-eaters. It is that of an 
impartial /aw^ttr, of a disinterested lounger, 
who has been attracted by the bargain, has 
seen the shawl, has heard the price, and has 
come to volunteer his opinion, which is, that 
the shawl is not a real Bokhara, and that if 
it were, it would yet be much too dear. 
This statement he volunteers boldly and un- 
hesitatingly, nor is the trader in the least 
disposed to regard him in the light of an 
impertinent interloper. 

This auxiliary opinion, however, serves as 
an apple of discord to the group of passive 
smokers, who until now appeared in some 
danger of dozing off to sleep. Then you see 
of what a Turk is capable, and what Cice- 
ronian oratory lies in ambush among those 
ponderous turbans and languid eyes. 
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The languid eyes are brilliant and intelli- 
gent now, the nerveless fonns are replete 
with life and vigour, the lethargic phlegm 
of the Osmanli has given way to energy and 
ardour, the drawl to fiery declamation. 

The merchant kindles into a poet in speak- 
ing of his shawl, he praises it with fervour, 
he soars into enthusiasm, he melts into tears 
as he descants on its costliness, its beauty, 
and its durability. He becomes a Hafiz, a 
Sadi, as he talks of his shawl. 

But the customer is great in sarcasm, un- 
rivalled in sardonic abuse, bitter and biting 
in retort. He is a critic for virulence, a 
Juvenal for satire. He sneers at the shawl 
in a manner that wounds the feelings of the 
merchant, that lacerates his bosom. He 
withers the shawl with his contempt, he 
holds it up before the light, he gazes dis- 
paragingly on the woof, he speaks ironically 
of the texture. 

The merchant, as golden in his gorgeous 
poetry as the honeyed Mantuan himself, 
lavishes all the resources of fancy, all the 
colours of the imagination, to throw a glow 
of loveliness, a halo of romance, around the 
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shawl. He points with pride to the bril- 
liancy of its dye, he expatiates with exulta- 
tion on the softness and firmness of its tex- 
ture, the lelegance of its design, and the 
accuracy of its tracery, and grows absolutely 
pathetic as he speaks of its long and painful 
journey from Bokhara, of the risks to which 
it was exposed from Turcoman marauders, 
of the price paid to the Persian dealer who 
valued it as the core of his heart and the 
apple of his eye. 

The marble-hearted purchaser is unmoved. 
Apollo was not more deaf to Niobe. The 
shawl is poofy a thing of little value, a trum- 
pery rag; the merchant's words are bosh^ 
nothing. 

The dealer grows angry ; every hair of his 
beard curls and twists like the whiskers of a 
cat, they stiffen like the bristles of a boar, 
or the snaky coiffure of Medusa. His eyes 
sparkle, his fists are clenched, he calls on 
the prophet, he wonders whether the cus- 
tomer has a conscience, and is a Mussul- 
man. He doubts his orthodoxy; the man 
who vilipends so priceless a shawl, a shawl 
that might grace the turban of a Sultan, 
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mtist be a Ghiaour, an infidel swine, or at 
the very best a Wahabee, or a Sheah, 

The spectators cry BismiUah ! WaUah ! 
Taijeeb ! wonderful ! well done, indeed ! 

The guest^s beard bristles in turn, he is 
indignant, he defends his claim to be an 
orthodox child of Islam. He repeats his 
confession of faith, he sings a chapter of the 
Koran. 

The spectators applaud the pious and 
nasal chant. The question of religion is set 
at rest. But the shopkeeper obviously feels 
tempted to allow the altercation to turn 
upon family matters, that is, upon the bliss 
or perdition of the customer's ancestry, and 
the virtue or frailty of his female relatives. 
The temptation is strong, yet he has the 
courtesy to resist it. 

It is only in the fish-market and among 
the meaner class of retailers with whom the 
poor deal that bargains are always conducted 
in the midst of a torrent of violent abuse 
and furious reproaches. Then it is wonder- 
ful, indeed, to see the apparent impossibility 
of a porter's cheapening a water-melon with- 
out making the most indecorous attacks 
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upon the reputation of the vendor's grand- 
mother, mother, and sisters, which the melon- 
seller retaliates by uncivil allusions to the 
graves of the buyer's parents, to his pedigree, 
in which asses and Kafirs appear to be inex- 
plicably mingled with the branches of the 
genealogical tree, as well as to the certainty 
that his grandfather is broiling in Tophet, 
while his sire (that son of a burnt father) is 
grilling in Jehanum- 

To judge from their own report, very few 
Osmanlies of the lower rank can ever have 
had a chance of a cut at the roast meat 
trees, or a flirtation with the Houries of 
Mahomef's Paradise. All seem to have 
tumbled from the frail and perilous bridge 
of Al Sirat into the fiery flood below. 

No less remarkable are the constant accu- 
sations of an asinine parentage, unless the 
Turks are a race of Centaurs, the donkey 
being substituted for the horse, in the sym- 
bolical tradition. 

But among the middle classes greater de- 
corum prevails, and the traders are obliged 
to content themselves with "burning the 
fathers '' of slaves and inferiors. 
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There is a pause ; the customer rises ; he 
declares that he will not be cheated, he will 
pay no more than he has said, he will go 
away. 

*' Bakalum ! we shall see ! " replies the 
merchant. 

The customer shuffles on his slippers, lays 
down his pipe, salutes the company, salaams 
to the host, and leaves the shop. The- mer- 
chant looks incredulous, and twirls his 
moustache. The customer shuffles off; the 
merchant grows agitated, alarmed. The 
customer walks on a couple of stalls ; the 
merchant beats his breast. The customer 
stops before a rival draper's to contemplate 
a shawl. 

" Wah ! wah ! " the merchant can hold out 
no longer. He shrieks to the customer to 
come back. The customer is the Light of 
his Eyes, the Pearl of his Casket, the Rose 
of his Garden. 

The customer relents, the bargain is struck, 
the piastres are pftid, the littl^ grinning black 
slave carries the purchase down to the water- 
side, where the buyer takes a caique ; the 
shawl is sold. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



66 TURKISH MODE OF BARGAINING. 

Now the merchant knew that the value of 
the article was far below the price he had 
put upon it, he was certain that he should be 
beaten down, he was aware that he should 
have to sell at the buyer's price in the end, 
and the purchaser knew it too. 

Of what earthly use then was the uncon- 
scionable waste of words, tobacco, coffee, 
and time, which last especially is squandered 
most lavishly in the Orient. Nobody knows ; 
but as their ancestors harangued and hig- 
gled, so do these worthy Osmanlies, from 
dealings that involve the worth of a pin's 
head to those that concern a principality. 

I never knew a Turk lower his price in 
my life, until the dragoman had got about 
twenty yards from his stall, when the vendor 
invariably screamed forth a passionate en- 
treaty that he would buy his wares at our 
own valuation. 

The only two arguments to which Mos- 
lem shopkeepers are accessible are, leaving 
them abruptly, and jingling a bag of silver 
in their ears. A beschlik, or five piastre 
piece, is the best talisman extant. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

MUSSULMAN MAGICIAN. — LOUNOE IN THE BEZBSTESIN. — ARME- 
NIAN PERFTME-SHOP. 

One day, as we were passing through one 
of the most frequented galleries of the great 
Bazar, one of those main arteries of com- 
merce where dervishes and tale-tellers, Al- 
banian dancers, and snake-charmers frx)m 
Egypt, jostle the regular traffickers and por- 
ters, we observed a knot of persons formed 
around a venerable-looking man in a loose 
robe and lofty turban of green silk, who was 
engaged in trampling upon a sick man with 
dim eyes and sunken cheeks, stretched upon 
the pavement. 

The first idea that suggested itself to our 
puzzled minds was naturally that the old 
man in the green calpack was triumphing 
over a vanquished enemy, but this suppo- 
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sition was refuted by the first glimpse of 
the anxious and sympathizing faces of the 
bystanders. 

The dragoman soon explained the mys- 
tery. It appeared that the old gentleman in 
the green turban was a celebrated magician 
or enchanter, and, as wizards are neither 
roasted nor pelted in Mahommedan coun- 
tries, was equally respected for his cabalistic 
powers, and his being a most learned Mus- 
sulman doctor and divine, famous as a 
preacher and a controversialist, and more- 
over so holy a man that it was expected he 
would one day be graced by the honours of 
canonization. 

Such was the Emir Abdallah-Nazir-Ed- 
Deen, Prior of the dervishes of Brousa, who 
was so busily engaged in treading upon the 
poor shivering invalid whose ailments the 
pressure of his sanctified and slipperless foot 
was to cure. 

Many Moslems at the brink of the grave 
were said to have been kicked back again 
by that wonderful foot. It may have been 
so. Amazing is the power of imagination. 
The Prior of the Brousa dervishes is neither 
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better nor woi^e than his brother-quacks in 
Europe. 

Yet he was infinitely more picturesque 
than the sprueest doctor that ever puffed a 
medicinal water or a pin's head pill, and 
certainly, as he stood proudly erect with his 
wand grasped in his outstretched hand, his 
long white beard and towering turban giving 
a look of majesty to his massive features, 
and his ample robe floating about him in the 
breeze like a hurricane of green silk, he 
looked as superb a necromancer as Prospero 
himself. 

The bystanders looked on with awe-struck 
faces, reverently watching the proceedings 
of the magician, the patient looked confiding 
and hopeful : the solemnity of the operator's 
bearing defied description, but close by stood 
a ragged little copper-coloured Dervish, 
wearing a very high white felt hat with a 
green rag wound about it, who watched the 
scene with scornful unbelief twinkling in 
his cunning little black eyes, and incredu- 
lity grinning from the comers of his mali- 
cious little mouth, garnished with yellow 
fangs and graced by a perpetual dog's smile 
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of knowingness and crafty malignity. That 
Dervish was not in his proper sphere. He 
should have been bom in England. What 
a first-rate turfite and gaming-house " bon- 
net " he would have made. As it was, he 
looked very like the evil geni, Danasch, in 
the pantomime of " Camaralzaman and Be- 
doura." 

I used to enjoy an hour's lounge among 
the lofty corridors of the Bezesteein, gazing 
at the treasures of the armourers' stalls, the 
richly enamelled guns with their jewel-en- 
crusted stocks and quaint slender barrels of 
dark blue metal ; thfe huge pistols, some with 
buts of elaborately carved ivory, others 
blazing with gold and silver ; the curiously 
curved scimitars, whose broad velvet sheath 
and hilt studded with pearl and turquoise, 
were less costly than the Damascus steel of 
the delicately tempered blade ; Koran let- 
tered yataghans with scabbards and handles 
lavishly decorated ; gilt battle-axes and sil- 
ver bladed hunting-spears for princes' use ; 
and gemmed daggers of every form and 
shape, some with wavy blades like forked 
serpents' tongues of steel, some of fairy 
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size and shape, adapted for the girdle of a 
Sultana. 

And such superb handles as these exqui- 
site little instruments of murder possessed ! 
antelope's horn and mother-of-pearl, solid 
agate and changeful opal, blushing ruby and 
gleaming emerald, enriched the handles and 
embossed the sheaths of these elegant little 
poniards and stilettoes. 

The armourers' shops in the East are as 
rich and fair to look upon as the goldsmiths' 
and jewellers' in Franguestan. 

Nor is it alone the stock in trade of ho- 
nest Hussein that is worthy of an attentive 
inspection; his neighbour, old Selim the 
saddler, exhibits hcmsses so magnificently 
embroidered that it seems as great a pity 
to ride upon them as it would be to use 
Canova's Venus as a target for pistol prac- 
tice ; velvet saddles of every bright hue and 
gorgeously worked in gold ; splendid bridles, 
shovel stirrups of massive silver, and gilded 
Mameluke bits and curb-chains so fine that 
a horse might be proud of the superb em- 
blems of his servitude. 

The pipemakers' shops claim a glance, 
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where long quivering stems of lilac and wild- 
rose stand by well-seasoned sevenfoot cherry- 
sticks; where simple red bowls are mixed 
with the gilded ones used by Pashas ; where 
the grand amber mouth-piece, as large as a 
bantam's egg, is placed beside the humble 
green glass that is destined for plebeian 
smokers, while in the centre lies some hand- 
some narghile, with a huge vase of Bohe- 
mian glass, and a silver bowl, its long tube 
lying coiled around it like a great boa-con- 
strictor of green and gold. 

The shops where the shawls of Thibet, 
and the robes of Persia hang side by side, 
have much in them to tempt a passer-by : the 
sweetmeat-sellers' and pastrycooks' are by 
no means despicable ; the stalls of Tunisian 
fezzes, Tartar caps, and Indian girdles, are 
inviting enough ; so are the places where the 
wonderful scarfs and embroidered handker- 
chiefs, yet more tasteful than Desdemona's, 
are exposed for sale. 

But my delight was in the shoemakers'. 
Turkish ingenuity is especially happy in the 
device and decoration of coverings for the 
feet. There were the papooshes, the soft 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ARMENIAN PERFUME-SHOP. 73 

yellow leather boots and outer slippers in 
which the wives of true believers alone may 
shuffle along in state, the envy and despair 
of Rayah females. There were the red slip- 
pers of Turkish men, the black and lilac 
ones of Armenians. There were the huge 
russet-coloured boots of Tartars and couriers, 
as wide as the old French bottes h Ventonnoir^ 
as soft as cloth, and occasionally lined with 
sheepskins or furs for protection to the 
limbs among the snowy mountain-passes of 
Haemus and Taurus. There were delicate 
coverings for the henna-stained feet of the 
Circassian beauties of the harem, all red 
velvet, white feathers, and gold thread, stand- 
ing beside the slippers wrought for Aghas, 
more solid in their workmanship, and stiff 
with gold and seed pearls. They are by no 
means the least curious or beautiful things 
in the world, the shoemakersV shops of Stam- 
boul. 

When we were thoroughly tired of roam- 
ing about the Bazar, and our eyes ached 
with the sight of the riches therein exhi- 
bited, we used to go to a shop kept by an 
Armenian dealer in perfumes, and there, 

E 
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buying a few of the articles that the cal- 
packed trader vended, to sit for an hour or 
so sipping coffee and smoking lazily. 

It was pleasant enough in that dreamy 
atmosphere, where the air was scented by 
a thousand balmy odours of Araby and Ind 
till it was as drowsy as Sleepy Hollow itself, 
to recline on a deep-cushioned divan and 
smoke Syrian tobacco from a long chibouque 
with a stem like a lance, and an enormous 
mouthpiece of unsullied white amber, that 
white amber so precious and so sought for in 
the Orient, while the clever little red-capped 
children of the dealer brought the stores of 
the shop in succession on trays of bright 
metal to tempt us. 

They had a number of things too to sell 
for a handful of piastres that would bear a 
very different value in the Rue Rivoli or 
Regent Street There were delicious pas- 
tilles from Yemen, covered with little wrap- 
pers of silver filigree; aromatic nuts from 
the Spice Islands ; henna and kohl the most 
precious from Bagdad ; attar-gul, made from 
the roses of Iran and Rhodes, and vended in 
slender little bottles, half glass half gold; 
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jasmine from Adrianople and Damascus; 
essences unnumbered that partook of the 
hues of every glorious flower of the Eastern 
gardens, and that might have been distilled 
by Peris from the buds that bloom in Gu- 
listan. Besides these there were chaplets of 
the fingrant beads of perfumed amber, used 
by Moslem worshippers; rosaries that had 
been blessed by holy hermits high on Leba- 
non and Athos ; reliques and stones from the 
tombs of saints ; charms written by fakeers 
in Mecca and Ispahan ; wood and ivory car- 
vings, executed by Syrian mountaineers and 
Egyptian Fellaheen; old blades of blue 
Damascus steel, and quaint truculent-look- 
ing daggers, said to have belonged to the 
Chief of the Assassins, and on whose metal 
blood had rusted. There were curiosities from 
Nubia ; pliant corbashes, as they call the tre- 
mendous whips of sea-cow's hide ; the horns 
of the rhinoceros and antelope, the gaudy 
plumage of the flamingo and parrot, and the 
white tusk of the elephant. 

A virtuoso might ruin himself, and yet 
not carry home a tenth of the things he 
coveted from the Stamboul Bazar. 

E 2 
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CHAPTER IX. 

DESTRUCTION OF THE JANISSARIES. 

I MADE it my business to glean as much 
as I could from old residents in Pera respect- 
ing that gory page in Ottoman history that 
treats of the destruction of the Janissaries. 

It appears that during the existence of this 
redoubted body of fanatical warriors Euro- 
pean travellers, instead of going about as 
they now do openly and alone, were inva- 
riably hurried on landing from the water- 
side to the house they were to inhabit, in 
the centre of a well-armed group of chiaou- 
shes and cavasses ; and that in their excur- 
sions about the town they incurred the most 
imminent risks if they refused to disguise 
themselves in the Turkish garb. 

To have entered a mosque then in a 
Frank dress would have been almost certain 
death ; and a European lady had only the 
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alternative of shuffling about in yellow slip- 
pers and white yashmack, or of being torn 
to pieces for appearing in her ordinary 
attire. 

Those were the days when the native 
Christians, if compelled by business to be 
abroad after dark, slunk tremblingly through 
the dusky streets, quaking like a hare before 
the hounds. Those were the days when win- 
dows were closely barred and doors strongly 
barricaded at nightfall, when parties of riot- 
ous Janissaries, looking enormously bulky 
and gigantic in their flowing robes, baggy 
trousers, and peculiar lofty turbans crested 
with a velvet sleeve in honour of Hadji 
Bektash, their founder, came swaggering 
and rolling along the streets, a perfect ar- 
senal of weapons in their girdles, and their 
moustaches curling up to their eyes. 

These unruly soldiers,, wine and fanaticism 
combining to enhance their natural and ac- 
quired ferocity, would every now and then 
unsheath their yataghans and scimitars, 
shout " Allah ! Allah ! " and rush in a par- 
oxysm of bigoted fury along the thorough- 
fares, assailing all such unfortunate Jews 
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and Christians as they were able to overtake, 
and cutting them to pieces with their keen 
blades, as unmercifully and remorselessly as 
if they had been gourds or melons. 

On these occasions, when the Christian 
population within doors heard the well- 
known shout of the terrible Janissaries, they 
used cautiously to open their windows and 
admit the panting and half-dead fugitives, 
while in many instances the savage pursuers 
discharged their pistols through the lattices 
and doors of the houses in which their un- 
offending victims had found shelter. 

Europeans resident in Pera were fre- 
quently insulted or wounded by these tur* 
bulent troops, who were never subjected to 
discipline, and who were only amenable to 
their own oflScers* jurisdiction. 

Although the Janissaries were the terror 
of the capital, and the masters of the Padi- 
shah, they were formidable soldiers and 
offered a firm bulwark to the attacks of the 
Russians. 

Their massacre was a desperate remedy* 
like that of cutting off a large limb from 
some huge but diseased oak. Sultan Mah- 
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moud began their destruction, it is said, in 
a slow and cautious manner. 

When the Greek war of independence 
commenced, the effervescence of their reli- 
gious zeal (for the whole corps appears to 
have been thoroughly imbued with the old 
Turkish spirit) prompted great numbers of 
the bravest and best soldiers among them to 
volunteer for every expedition against the 
revolted vassals of the Porte. But after a 
long time the more sharpsighted of them 
remarked with suspicion that of all the 
bearded lion-eaters that left Stamboul for 
the Morea not one ever returned. 

Treachery was loudly pronounced to be 
the cause of the protracted absence of their 
comrades, and feithfiil to the traditions of 
their order the haughty Pretorians mutinied 
en masse. 

Hussein Pasha and his master, Sultan 
Mahmoud, could not have devised a better 
scheme for their suppression than the one 
suggested by their own headstrong courage 
and ferocity. Their fiercest champions were 
dead in Greece, their Agha Pasha was 
gained over, their officers were nearly all 
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bought by the Sultan, and the actual strength 
of the order bore no proportion to its nu- 
merical and nominal force. 

Besides the men of the sword who had 
fought so long and so stoutly for the faith of 
Islam, there were enrolled among the Janis- 
saries thousands of citizens who had pur- 
chased admission to the military order, for 
the sake of its privileges and exemptions. 

Still, in the last revolt of these Moslem 
Templars, forty thousand fine soldiers quitted 
their barracks and drew up in the Etmeidan 
in battle-array to dictate to their chiefs and 
to the head of the state, as had been their 
wont for centuries. Very few officers were 
among them as they formed regularly in 
their respective Odas; the Bimbashis and 
other superior officers had been won over, 
and only a few subalterns had refused to be 
corrupted. 

Still, though a vague and undefined s]as- 
picion of treachery floated in the minds of 
the doomed Janissaries, their overweening 
and blind confidence in their own invincible 
valour did not desert them, and they left 
behind their muskets and pikes in their 
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quarters, aud rashly marched out into the 
open space of the Etmeidan, with no other 
weapons than the swords and pistols without 
which they never stirred. 

Still they formed in regular order, around 
their favourite camp-kettles, those palladia 
of the Janissaries, the carrying about of ' 
which had been the signal for a thousand 
mutinies, the horse-tail standards and flags 
streaming proudly over their heads. 

The Aga Pasha, their general, rode slowly 
along the lines, and inquired of what their 
demands consisted. The answer returned 
was, that the Janissaries required the abdi- 
cation of Sultan M ahmoud, the heads of bis 
Viziers and the partisans of the Nizam Dje- , 
deed, or European discipline, the disbanding 
of the Sultan's trained troops, the sack and 
burning of Pera, the destruction of the 
Ghiaours of every creed in the town, even 
of the European ambassadors at Bayukdere 
smd Therapia; war with all Christendom, 
three months' pay, and a month's rations. 

To these exceedingly reasonable requests, 
the wily Agha Pasha returned for answer 
that he would at once proceed to the palace 

E 5 
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to inform the Sultan of the wishes of his 
army, and that he had no doubt whatever 
but that he should be charged to bring them 
a favourable reply on the part of his high- 
ness. He begged them to remain in the 
Etmeidan, and await his coming. 

" Keep your ranks, my brave soldiers," 
were the last words of the treacherous Agha 
Pasha; " I go to inform the Sultan of your 
just demands. I shall soon return." And 
the devoted Janissaries saw their leader 
depart, and uttered a thundering shout of 
triumph. 

The Agha Pasha hastened to the Serail, 
where Sultan Mahmoud and Hassan Pasha 
awaited him. Hassan Pasha, like Changar- 
nier during the June revolt, received carte 
blanche from the Padishah, and the Great 
Mufti having been summoned, the two 
Pashas took the command of the trained 
troops, the Galiongees of the fleet, and the 
Albanians, while the Sultan putting himself 
at the head of the Ulema, unfurled the 
sacred green standard of the prophet, which 
is always kept carefully watched and guarded 
in the Padishah's treasury, and marched 
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forth, displaying the hanner, and calling 
upon all true believers to rally around the 
successor of the Caliphs and the Vicegerent 
of Mahomet. 

At that summons and the sight of the 
flag the whole population of the capital 
rushed to arms as one man. The merchant 
brought forth his gun, the artisan his dagger 
or his yataghan, the smith his hammer, 
^hile the Aghas and Effendis rode out of 
their palace-courts at the head of their 
armed and mounted slaves, scimitar in 
hand. It must have been a strange spectacle 
to see this motley host hurrying to assail the 
staunch champions of Islam under the very 
crescent-standard beneath which they had 
so often and so valiantly fought against the 
most renowned knights among the steel-clad 
chivalry of Europe ! 

At the same time, a strong body of troops 
trained in the discipline of the Franks, with 
some light artillery, moved upon the Et- 
meidan, and a considerable force of Ga- 
liongees and armed sailors being landed and 
united with a body of Albanian mercenaries, 
advanced slowly from the water-side. The 
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batteries were manned, the port closed with 
booms and chains, a flotilla of armed boats 
darkened the Golden Horn, and the vessels 
of war lay moored alongside the city, their 
cannon prepared, and the matches burning 
in the hands of the expectant seamen. 

Still the Janissaries, blindly confident, 
remained drawn up in the square, while the 
distant shouts of the blood-thirsty multitude 
reached them from time to time. They 
waited till their Agha Pasha should return 
with the Sultan's permission to march to the 
sack and spoil of Pera. 

Suddenly their ranks were agitated and 
shaken to and fro like a forest during a 
tempest. The head of a column of regular 
troops had debouched into the Etmeidan. 
They saw that they were to be attacked ; 
their old valour, their esprit de corps sus» 
tained them ; they greeted the disciplined 
troops with a shout of defiance and con- 
tempt ; they were not sorry of an oppor- 
tunity to measure themselves with soldiers 
trained by the detested Nazarenes. They 
turned to seek their arms. Their barracks 
were in a light flame ! 
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As they rushed despairmgly towards their 
quarters, where they had left their muskets 
and spears^ a masked hattery opened fiill 
upon them. The grape-shot tore through 
their dense ranks, and mowed them down 
like grass. They fell hack, rallied, and 
advanced. They were a second time re- 
pulsed with dreadful slaughter. And now 
the artillery on the other side of the Etmei- 
dan began to roar. Assailed at once by the 
troops of the Nizam Djedeed, the Galion- 
gees, and the Albanians, the Janissaries, 
betrayed and surprised, yet proved true to 
the ancient glory of their order. They were 
lions at bay, and they fought gallantly and 
valiantly, opposing their short yataghans and 
sabres to the bayonet and pike, and answer- 
ing the withering fire of the guns with their 
long pistols, as if in bravado. 

It was all in vain. The grape-shot plunging 
and scattering its showers of death around, 
ploughed through their closely-packed masses 
— treachery was among them ; their leaders 
were gone ; none but a few inferior oflScers 
remained, and these fell fast as they tried 
to re-form the disordered Odas, 
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The great failing of the Janissaries, the 
principal reason of their many defeats from 
Bossian hands was, their irregularity and the 
difficulty of keeping them in order. On 
this occasion they were huddled together 
like sheep, or xather like a pack of grim 
wolves surrounded by the hunters. 

All at once a vast mob, rudely and irre- 
gularly armed, but with the sacred standard 
in the midst, poured howling into the square, 
the muftis mingled with the people, exhort- 
ing and commanding them to slay. The 
white horse of the sultan was seen gleaming 
through the crowd at times, like the charger 
of Lafayette in the old Revolution. 

And now the Janissaries knew that they 
were doomed, and hope abandoned them. 
They were fighting against their religion, 
their pontifi^ their monarch, and the empire. 

Still they went on, firing houses, carrying 
about the camp-kettles and horse-tails of 
their Odas, and attempting to burst through 
the fiery circle that pent them in, to die. 

The grape-shot thinned their ranks, the 
musketry mingled incessantly with the yells 
of the multitude, who were eager to avenge 
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the insolence and oppression of the haughtj 
Pretorians, and who besides had the double 
stimulant of pious zeal and the gold chains 
and other ornaments that glittered on the 
persons of the Janissaries. 

There was no hope of rescue; the Yam* 
macks were disarmed, the Spahis disbanded. 
That turbulent force of feudal cavalry that 
had so often ridden side by side with the 
Janissaries to battle, had been removed from 
Constantinople. But the array of these 
proud soldiers was yet too formidable to 
render it prudent for their enemies to assail 
them hand to hand. 

As African hunters content themselves 
with piercing the lion from a distance with 
balls and assagais, without daring to come 
within reach of his mighty paw, so the Stam- 
boul mob contented themselves with hailing 
bullets on the crowded Janissaries, still de- 
clining the combat with the arme blanche. 

Many a veteran warrior, covered with the 
scars received in a hundred glorious cam* 
paigns, fell that day by the hands of the 
lowest rabble of Stamboul. The Janissaries 
were all picked men, and in form and fea- 
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ture, the finest and most showy in the Otto- 
man empire. Some were Turks, others 
Cretans, Georgians, Circassians, and Bulga- 
rians ; many of them were the children of 
Christian parents, and almost all were ac- 
customed to look with contempt on the bulk 
of the population. 

Their scorn was bitterly repaid that day of 
massacre. The Etmeidan became a sham- 
bles. The furious crowd waded in blood, 
and stumbled over heaps of bodies as the 
carnage went on. 

There was no hope of escape for the Janis- 
saries. The frigates were volcanoes hurling 
from their flanks tornadoes of death against 
the fugitives who approached the water-side. 
Such as tried to swim the Golden Horn were 
picked up by the boats. 

The followers of Cortes were not so badly 
off in their retreat from Mexico. And at 
last the Janissaries broke out and fled in 
utter dismay, having for hours sustained 
repeated assaults without flinching. The 
bayonets of the troops drank deep of gore 
among the flying mass. Many were slain 
by the mob, or hewed down by the yata- 
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ghans of the fierce Amauts, some were 
drowned, many were taken, hundreds broke 
out into the open country and were cut off 
by the peasantry, a few escaped pursuit, and 
found refiige at a distance. 

For three days the sabre of the execu- 
tioner was never idle, the blue waters of the 
Bosphorus were stained and sullied with red, 
headless trunks, and mangled limbs floated 
incessantly down the swift current. 

At length the blue water ran down pure 
and clear again to the purple sea. The 
shuddering fishermen of Silivri drew to land 
no more dead bodies among the silvery fish 
that filled their nets, the headsman hung up 
his blunted scimitar; the Janissaries were 
gone. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THOEOUOHFARKS OF CONSTANTINOPLB. — MASTERLESS DOGS. — 
PETIT CHAMP DES MORTS. — GREEK WOMEN OF PERA. — TURKISH 
WOMEN.— GREEN DRESS FORMERLY FORBIDDEN. — TRAYBLIARS 
IN THE EAST FORMERLY SUBJECTED TO HARDSHIPS.— BURCK- 

HARDT. SUPERIOR COMPORTS OF MODERN TRAVELLERS. — 

CAUSES OF THE CHANGE. GREEK FONDNESS FOR RIDING. — 

TURKISH SOLDIERS ON SUNDAY. — MAGNIFICENT YIBW OF CON- 
STANTINOPLE. 

It was some time before we leJEirnt to 
walk about the streets of Constantinople, 
which said thoroughfares are not quite as 
pleasant or as safe, as the trottoirs of the 
Strand. Besides the prodigious burdens 
which the human hamals carry on their 
Atlas-like shoulders, endless strings of 
ponies and donkeys swarm everywhere, 
bearing, tied upon their backs, loads that 
seemed more suited to the strength of a 
camel. 

Nor are these loads usually of a nature 
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agreeable to the foot-passengers in the nar« 
row lanes of Stamboul and Pera. A bundle 
of young fir-trees, a collection of feggots, a 
package of laths, or a number of iron rods, 
some fifteen feet long, slung slantingwise 
across a lean horse or a donkey, cannot 
be much less perilous than the spear of a 
mounted lancer when encountered in a street 
as narrow as Ave Maria Lane, and as the 
burdened quadrupeds usually move along at 
a caraTan amble of three miles and a half 
an hoiu*, one runs considerable risk occasion- 
ally of being nailed to the wall by a bunch 
of iron spikes, or pounded to death by a 
heary beam. 

At night this traffic ceases, but one must 
be very particular in picking one's way so aa 
to avoid treading on any of the numerous 
gaunt and masterless hounds that lie curled 
up in every dip and hollow of the broken 
and imequal pavement, " It 's best to let " 
sleeping dogs lie!'' says the Scottish pro- 
verb, and one would think it had been a 
Constantinople wiseacre who was the author 
of the maxim. 

We used to walk out almost every even- 
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ing, up the long street of Pera, and through 
a species of pennanent fair, held at one 
end of it, and so past the barracks and 
artillery ground, across the Petit Champ 
des Morts. 

The dismal promenade of the cemetery 
was always the same during the brief twi- 
light of those almost tropical evenings ; the 
same contrast of careless life and uncared 
for death, the same lounging Greeks im-« 
bibing coffee and wine of Mitylene, the 
same dusty tombs, the same droning and 
jangling music, the same veiled Turkish and 
Armenian women shuffling along in yellow 
boots and slippers, and ogling the men they 
met most outrageously with their bold black 
eyes, the same kites and vultures hovering 
and wheeling over head. 

There, too, were the dogs, the ubiquitous 
pariahs of Stamboul, basking in the sun, 
growling or fighting over a bone, rugging 
and riving at the carcass of a dead horse, or 
perhaps tearing cannibalishly with their 
white teeth at some luckless member of 
their vagabond community, whom they had 
worried to death in sickness or old age, or 
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some spaniel, or other European dog who 
had ventured into their territory, and paid 
the penalty of his rashness. 

I recollect a Frenchman being severely 
beaten by a number of Turks for defending 
his favourite poodle against the attacks of 
a troop of native curs. I do not relate this 
as an instance of Mussulman fanaticism, 
because the aggressors were some of the 
vilest rabble of the metropolis, than which 
no great city more abounds in scamps, and 
I do not fancy that a Turk would receive 
very gentle treatment who might, right or 
wrong, be involved in a^y quarrel with the 
inhabitants of St. Giles's, or the enlightened 
population of Seven Dials. 

We were not too partial to the Petit Champ 
des Morts, and never lingered there, where 
the whine of professional beggars is mixed 
with the squalling of street-singers and Greek 
women, flaunting in all the shades and colours 
of the most brilliant rainbow, paraded up and 
down, show^;ig off what they considered a 
faithful imitation, but which never attained 
to a higher rank than that of a burlesque 
parody of the Parisian fashions. 
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Give her a pink bonnet, a parasol, bleu de 
dd, a purple shot silk dress, a yellow shawl, 
a green veil, and bronze-coloured boots, and 
a fiedr Perote is in the seventh heaven of 
feminine ecstasj. 

They look with great scorn and contempt 
on the Turkish ladies, whom they despise as 
absolute barbarians ; yet they cling in some 
respects to the tmditlons of the East, touch- 
ing the adornment of the person; and while 
using kohl to give their black eyes a more 
voluptuous languor, and their lashes a jettier 
tinge, they yet cannot forbear staining the 
ends of their fingers with the rosy henna, and 
taking off their gloves to exhibit the blush- 
ing digits. 

The Turkish women consider this extrava- 
gance of dress and decoration as a mark of 
the levelJing spirit of the age, when displayed 
by infidel females ; and they say a stout and 
dignified Mussulman dame, a khanum of 
rank, wife of an Agha and daughter of a Bey, 
in her indignation actually puUe^ off her own 
yellow slipper and soundly beat with this in- 
strument of punishment a celebrated beUe 
among the Greeks of Pera, whose chaussure 
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approached too nearly to the forbidden hue 
of gold. 

But such ebullitions of what elderly ladies 
call " proper pride," are rare ; and whatever 
the Turks of the old rigime might have been, 
their successors are tolerant enough. 

I was reading a story the other day about 
the daughter of a Consul in some Turkish or 
Syrian seaport, who was shot by a Mussul- 
man for riding in a green dress. It was 
further narrated, that when the Pasha was 
acquainted with the circumstance, he very 
much applauded the pious Islamite for his 
spirited act, in much the same incomprehen- 
sible fashion in which the captain of his 
Britannic Majesty's ship " Tbunderbomb," 
expressed his approbation of the slaughter of 
the faithless " Billy Taylor" by the hand of 
his irate ladyelove, which approbation was, 
moreover, publicly testified by the heroine^s 
appointment, without regard for the autho- 
rity of the Admiralty or the rules of promo- 
tion, to the responsible situation of First 
Lieutenant of that gallant frigate. 

Any one may wear green now-a-days with- 
out incurring any greater peril than of having 
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an occasional pebble or handful of mud flung 
at one by a crazy fakeer. The Pashas of the 
present time are highly respectable gentle- 
men, with stars twinkling on the breasts of 
their blue coats, very diflferent from the 
pelissed and shawled tyrants of the vieille 
roche. 

Frock-coats are a great deal too com- 
mon in Paynimry now for the taste of a 
lover of the genuine picturesque ; but to be 
sure there could not have been much real 
satisfaction in gazing at the showy garb 
hXiA farouche air of a Janissary when it was 
as likely as not that he would jerk out his 
yataghan and cut your throat for your pains. 

If the Orient be not quite as poetic as it 
once was, let us console ourselves with the 
fact that we can see a great deal more of it 
than the travellers of Burckhardt^s days, 
without a tithe of the discomforts and dan- 
gers, hard words and hard blows, to which 
they were subjected. 

Every Eastern traveller has his tale of hard- 
ships and privations to relate ; I have had 
mine, among the rest; yet what luxurious 
and comfortable locomotion is that of a 
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modem Oriental pilgrim when you compare 
its roughest features with the written expe- 
riences of Burckhardt. 

Poor Burckhardt ! hardy, patient, en- 
during as a camel, strong as a lion, yet 
gentle as a lamb ; what toils and thankless 
sufferings were his among the parched deserts 
of Nubia and Egypt. Travelling in disguise, 
meanly clad and wretchedly mounted, with- 
out a servant or money, forced to deny his 
Redeemer and abjure his creed, imitating the 
Moslems in every ceremony and particular 
of their worship, yet even in his assumed 
character of a European Turk exposed to 
robbery, outrage, and contumely, beaten, 
wronged, and reviled by his companions, 
plundered, stripped, and abandoned in the 
Desert by Arab marauders, abused and in- 
sulted everywhere, yet unmurmuring, unfal- 
tering, and, though unresisting, as passively 
brave as the stoutest warrior of the Dela- 
wares, that ever sang his defiance at the 
stake. 

Poor fellow ! with what unfailing good- 
humour he tells how the Nubian traders 
pelted him and his donkey with stones, and 

F 
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drove them away from the caravan during 
the passage of the wilderness! with what 
dauntless courage he returned time after 
time to the Desert, and continued his un- 
ceasing eflforts to explore the untrodden 
wastes of Central Africa, until the icy hand 
of Death chilled the gallant heart that the 
pestilential breath of the fiery simoom and 
the spears of the Bishareein had failed to 
affright! 

But there is as much difference between 
the struggles of this species of forlorn hope 
and the easy progress of travellers at present 
as between the wayfarer of the last century, 
with his valise or his saddlebags strapped on 
his stout roadster, trotting cautiously along a 
thoroughfare parsemS with ruts, peeping into 
every ditch for a crouching footpad, and 
trembling at every hoof-tramp that fell upon 
his ear, lest a debonnaire gentleman with 
pistols, mounted on a blood mare, should 
canter up and request his property or his 
existence, and the modem Hadji dozing or 
reading quietly by the lamp of a first class 
carriage. 

Now-a-days an Englishman has his (mmels 
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and horses, his guards and attendants, his 
dinner cooked for him and his carpet spread, 
a roof, or at least a good tent, over his head 
every day of his life, serrants and soldiers at 
his disposal, firmans and gold sequins in his 
portmanteau, leathern bags full of piastres 
at the girdle of his dragoman. A Pasha 
gives him a seat and flowery civility at his 
divan, and treats him to his best Latakia 
and Mocha instead of the bastinado. He 
need neither deny hi& religion,, dress like 
a beggar, nor ride a donkey. He may be- 
stride a satin-coated Arabian now, he may 
wear shawls and cloth of gold, and sport a 
turban like a vi2der. He has a sword at 
his side, pistols in his holsters, and armed 
men around him ; he may enter a mosque 
without risking more than a curse from some 
crazy beggar, and is the terror of robbers 
instead of their victim. 

For this highly agreeable and satisfactory 
change we have to thank Mehemet Ali and 
his son Ibrahim, Sultan Mahmoud, and Ali 
Pasha of Janina, also the Peninsular and 
Oriental, the Austrian Lloyd's, Rostand and 
C0.5 and other Steam Packet Companies. 

F 2 
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The paddle-wheel and centralization have 
combined to pave and smooth a broad high- 
way through the East. 

The Greeks never ride well, but they are 
prodigiously fond of the exercise. Every 
Sunday evening the Petit Champ des Morts 
and the road past the barracks are crowded 
with shopkeepers from Pera and Gralata, all 
smartly dressed enough and all indifferently 
mounted, and performing extremely ill. It 
is doubtful which is the most awkward and 
clumsy cavalier, the patriotic and old fa- 
shioned Greek in a red cap, or the ambitious 
and Italianised Greek in a white hat. But 
countless squadrons of them go trampling 
and galloping about every Sunday afternoon, 
raising an astonishing cloud of dust, running 
over one another, being run away with by 
their obstinate coursers, bellowing, tumbling, 
and shrieking in dismal chorus. 

A professional equestrian of Batty's or 
Franconi's would be au dhespoir at seeing 
the flight of honest Gilpin and the cele- 
brated Schneider's excursion to Brentford so 
admirably imitated. 

On a Sunday too one often meets drunken 
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Turkish soldiers, who invariably select the 
Christian Sabbath as the day on which to 
indulge in unhallowed potations, reeling 
about the outskirts of the cemetery, or 
staggering across the open downs beyond, 
with faces of the most portentously tipsy 
solemnity. 

But, far away from caracoling linendrapers 
and boozy Mahometans, we used to find a 
pleasant walk over a wide range of sloping 
down-land, studded with pillars of white 
stone, which mark where the arrows of dif- 
ferent Sultans, shot as a trial of strength, 
have fallen in bygone times. 

There was a hill from which one com- 
manded the most magnificent view of Stam- 
boul and its thousand domes, of the minarets 
of Scutari, of Pera and the glittering Sea 
of Marmora, covered with tiny rippling 
waves, all flaming and gleaming ruddily in 
the western sun, like — like — like the gilded 
scales of a carp ; I can find no better simile 
for that brilliant expanse of agitated water 
than the golden mail of a fish affords. 

And when the sun was gone, plunging, 
like Icarus, into the far distant waters of 
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the tideless sea, and the lamps of Stamboul 
flickered dimly in the dusky mantle that 
night flung over the city, and the whirring 
birds of prey, that love the darkness, flapped 
their long wings overhead, and the great red 
light from Scutari threw its glare upon the 
Bosphorus, then the stars appeared like an 
angel-host in the dark but cloudless blue of 
heaven, very numerous and large, and bright, 
and beautiful, and silvery : so that they 
seemed a great deal nearer the earth than 
ever stars do in the West. 

And the calm majestic moon^ the vast 
Turkish moon, so broad, lustrous, and yellow, 
arose above Bulgurlu and the quiet moun- 
tains of purple Asia, and made the black 
waters of the Bosphorus look like a broken 
pavement of glimmering silver ore. 

The ships that lay there at anchor had 
something ghostly in their appearance, as 
the rays of that great steady moon fell upon 
them ; they looked like skeletons with their 
attenuated cordage, like fine spider's threads 
in the clear beams that illumined them — 
their tapering spars and dark hulls that rocked 
on the heaving waters. 
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From time to time a cry would echo 
across the Bosphorus from the Dervishes' 
Convent at Scutari, and the mournful howl 
of the wild dog would come down the breeze 
fi^m the cemetery, answered by the whine 
of the jackal on the Asiatic shore, replying 
to the doleful voice of the masterless hound 
of EuropiB. 

When we returned home, the moon shed- 
ding her kindly lustre to light us on our way, 
we used to see the brutes sniffing about the 
tombstones, and scratching with eager paws 
at the fresh earth of the new-made graves, 
like a troop of hungry ghoules. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

TURKISH CARELESSNESS ABOUT FIRES. — TURKISH APATHY.— 

lOYON. A STORM IN THE BOSPHORUS. — IhES DAMN^ES DU 

B08PH0RE. — SUDDEN CALM. 

Nobody thinks anything of a fire in Stam- 
boul, except the sufferers and the Ottoman 
government, who always try hard to get a 
stone house built up in the place of the 
wooden tenement consumed; and one soon 
gets used to the sight of blazing sheds and 
crackling buildings, while, as for the inhabi- 
tants, they appear to mind a conflagraMon no 
more than eels are supposed by the tender- 
hearted dames of the Billingsgate haUe to 
object to the forcible removal of their slimy 
skins. 

But few things can startle a Turk out of 
the delightfully apathetic calm in which he 
spends his days. They did not take the 
trouble to stare much at us as we passed 
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daily before their doors, and picked our way 
among their pipe-bowls, and jumped over 
the tubes of the bubbling narghiles that they 
persisted in smoking in the street. 

They gazed at lovon, however, whenever 
he accompanied us in a ramble, and muttered 
a Bismillah ! between their half-closed lips. 
We were only Franks ; the packet brought 
them plenty of Franks ; they were blas6s with 
respect to black coats and Paris bonnets ; 
but lovon was a giant, a good-humoured Her- 
cules in a handsome dress. He towered high 
above the heads of the degenerate children 
of the capital, the stoutest of those swarthy 
and hard-working labourers, brought from 
the shores of the Black Sea, and called, as 
if in mockery, " Lazes," was a dwarf to lovon. 
He was*as much marvelled at in Constanti- 
nople as he would have been in London. 

The gaiety and bustle of the capital seemed 
to charm lovon as much as a pantomime does 
a schoolboy at home for the holidays, and he 
spent most of his time and money in. eating 
grapes and sugar-plums as he strolled leisurely 
through the crowded streets, grinning with 
delight at everything he saw. 

p 5 
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We used to ride out, sometimes, with 
lovon, for a peep at Buyukdere, the Seven 
Towers, Therapia, or some other "lion" in 
the vicinity of the city ; and on these occa- 
sions honest lovon, to whom the Belgrade 
and Semendria roads were as well known, 
every inch of them, as Pall Mall to a cock- 
ney, invariably took wrong turnings, and lost 
his and our way, just as a stout sea-captain, 
after going round the world with perfect 
composure, will, the instant he has passed 
the Lizards, consign his vessel to a pilot 
and avow himself incapable of Channel navi- 
gation. 

One evening when we were walking, fol- 
lowed by lovon, the darkness coming on 
more quickly than we had anticipated, we 
resolved, being a good way up the Bosphorus» 
to take a caique to Tophana. There was a 
lively breeze blowing as we arrived on the 
quiet and almost deserted quay, and selected 
our boat, which was impelled by only one 

rower. 

* 

We took our places at the bottom of the 
sharp little craft, the boatman pushed ofl^ 
and the narrow and fragile canoe was in 
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deep water instantly. Five minutes after- 
wards the wind freshened and a perfect squall 
came driving down from the Black Sea. 
The angry water rose in hoiling masses; 
huge green waves, crested and spangled with 
foam, reared their enormous heads like 
threatening giants, or Kuhlbom and his 
river-relatives raising themselves to menace 
and overwhelm Hildebrand's steed in 27n- 
dine, and seemed momentarily about to crush 
our frail bark that glided amid them. 

The sky grew pitch-black, the wind howled 
like hungry wolves in the snow-fields of 
Siberia, the spray dashed like hail over 
our tiny bulwarks, and threw its sparkling 
showers high into the air. 

Every now and then some breaking wave 
curled over our prow and drenched us with 
a mass of glittering spangles, giving the 
caique a bufiet that made her reel and 
quiver fearfully in every one of her frail 
planks. 

The thunder roared overhead in incessant 
peals, and the lightnings seemed to dance 
over the stormy sea, where the strange birds 
called the dmes damnies du Bosphore^ which 
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flit perpetually over the waters, never sleep- 
ing, as the natives believe, seemed pecu- 
liarly active and joyous, screaming wildly, 
and beating the billows with their unweary- 
ing wings as they urged their flight along 
the Strait, 

The people of Constantinople, as supersti- 
tious a race as any in the world, believe 
these singular birds to be the souls of the 
Turkish women who have been sacked and 
drowned in the Bosphorus, and imagine that 
their doom is thus to hover with flapping 
wing and plaintive cry around the scene of 
their punishment until the end of the 
world. 

During the black squall that surprised us 
in our frail caique we stood some chance of 
meeting the fate of the unhappy Fatimas 
and Zuleikas, but without the sack, for 
though the little craft swam most gallantly 
and danced on the crests of rushing water 
like a very nautilus-shell, yet the weight of 
three persons in the stem-sheets caused the 
curved bow, as sharply moulded and narrow 
as a knife, to rise clear out of the water 
in a fashion more curious than agreeable 
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to behold, while the caiquejee tugged 
vainly at his oars, making hardly any way 
at all. 

Up we went, bounding madly, as if a 
Titan^s hand were lifting our keel. We. had 
for a moment a fine prospect of the storm- 
lashed shores; of the white foam on the 
pebbly beach ; of the numerous country ships 
and galleys that, with their quaint sails for 
the most part spread, their sailors calling 
on the Prophet, and their helmsmen bewil- 
dered, were coming down before the wind 
and bearing for us ; all confusion and racket 
on board, everybody commanding and no- 
body listening, the tiller performing the 
wildest evolutions and the yards braced 
round on each tack alternately. 

Then we plunged downwards again like a 
whale with a harpoon in his flank, and saw 
nothing but the glassy valley in which our 
quivering bark lay, and the watery moun- 
tains swelling overhead. 

What I principally apprehended was, that 
one of the clumsy vessels from the Black 
Sea, having bolted like a frightened horse, 
and run away, as it were, with crew and 
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skipper, should run foul of us and swamp 
our boat 

After a deal of tossing about, the storm was 
lulled as suddenly as it had commenced ; the 
waves sank as if through trap-doors, the 
Turkish crews got their vessels under com- 
mand again, and we arrived at the noisy and 
swarming quay of Tophana, and disembarked 
at the rotten wooden pier. 

By that time an occasional swell, surging 
up on the bubbling water, was the only trace 
of the late elemental warfere ; the sky was 
deliciously pure and cloudless, the silver 
moon peeped timidly over the hills of sleep- 
ing Asia, the sea of Marmora looked as if 
it had never been ruffled, and a gentle 
zephyr came sighing over the purple waves 
of the Bosphorus. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

OFFICE OF AUSTRIAN LLOTd's. — TURKISH MOUNTAINEERS NEAR 
SMYRNA. — THE FALOON's BROOD.-^MURAD OF THE SHEEP. — 
THE GREAT CUSTOM-HOUSE. 

I WENT one day under the dragoman's 
guidance to the office of the Austrian 
Lloyd's to inquire after the fate of some 
packages which we had left at Trieste to be 
forwarded by sea to Constantinople. In the 
company's office was a Turk, whose appear- 
ance at once roused my curiosity. He was 
a tall and stalwart-looking fellow of thirty, 
wiry and athletic, with a bronzed handsome 
face, the eye of a hawk, and a pair of fierce 
moustachios which curled up to his eyes in 
the most approved fashion. He wore a 
gaudy jacket of blue and silver, a pair of 
white shulwars rolled up so as to leave his 
muscular legs bare from the knee to the 
sUpper, a yellow turban, and a yataghan of 
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most tremendous length stuck in his shawl- 
girdle, in defiance of the existing police 
regulations of the capital. 

The dragoman was a Greek from Smyrna, 
and it appeared knew the tribe and family of 
the ferocious-looking stranger, and entered 
into conversation with him while I talked to 
the chef'de-hureau. 

On our way down to the custom-house 
the interpreter told me the story of his 
Mussulman compatriot. It appears that the 
fellow belonged to a rude tribe of moun- 
taineers who inhabit a savage and rocky 
range at no great distance from Smyrna, 
speaking a rough and pure dialect of the 
original and uncorrupted Tartar or Turkish 
language. 

These marauders are as terrible and 
troublesome to their neighbours as the 
caterans of Lochaber were a century ago to 
their Lowland countrymen, and besides their 
dexterity in carrying off flocks and herds, the 
tribe are renowned for their extraordinary 
spirit and courage in battle, and for the 
length of their formidable yataghans. The 
only virtues they recognise being personal 
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bravery, strength, and hospitality, their only 
pastime being a foray, and their only shame 
cowardice, it is not surprising that these 
daring mountaineers, whose life is passed in 
arms, are from father to son a race of skil- 
ful marksmen and desperate warriors, whose 
boast is that their women could manage a 
horse and hurl a lance as well as the best 
soldiers of the less warlike plains. 

Their wives and daughters, as among the 
kindred hordes of the Turcomans, are al- 
lowed much greater freedom and indepen- 
dence than is usual among Moslems : they 
are often permitted to appear unveiled, and 
in some instances share with their husbands 
and fathers both the toils of the chase and 
the perils of war. 

Yet these hardy highlanders are prouder 
of being Turks than of being Moslems, and, 
in this respect, they resemble the Mahome- 
metans of Bosnia and Albania, the tented 
Arabs, and the Reefiotes of -Morocco. 

A Mussulman who lives in a desert or a 
mountain, far from mosques and mollahs, 
is always much more true to his nationality 
than bigoted about his creed, and in this 
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particular diflters greatly from the prejudiced 
and fanatical rabble of the towns. 

Depend upon it, the bold Moors of the 
sierras and villages on the borders of Gra- 
nada, the heroes of raid and foray, hated the 
Spaniards much more as Visigoths than as 
Nazarenes. 

Abhorred by the Christian Rayahs, de- 
tested by the Turks, and cursed by every 
merchant and camel-driver of the caravans 
which they so often plundered, it is not sur- 
prising that many expeditions should have 
been set on foot to destroy the Falcon's 
Brood, as the Smymiotes poetically styled 
this redoubted tribe of bandits. All these 
eflforts, however, had signally failed. 

If the force directed against the moun- 
tain-district and its hardy children was a 
powerful one, the Falcon's Brood took wing 
to other fastnesses on the approach of the 
invaders; if, on the other hand, the party 
sent against the freebooters was compara- 
tively weakhanded (and it was the boast of 
the horde that they never fled from three 
times their number), while the assailants 
were in the act of scaling the clifis and 
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deep ravines of the mountains, a shower of 
loose rocks, stones, and trees, hurled down 
by the women of the tribe, a volley of balls 
from the long guns of the men, and the 
thundering war-cry of the band, would 
greet the unwelcome guests, of whom it was 
seldom that more than a handful of strag- 
glers ever reached Smyrna in safety to re- 
count their disaster. 

One of the most audacious and successful 
leaders of the horde was the man I had just 
seen, Murad Mulek Beg ; more commonly 
called Murad Marialarin, or Murad of the 
Sheep (strange that Maria, a name so dear 
to romance and chivalric recollection, should 
mean a lamb in Turkish !) a sobriquet which 
he had gained not from his gentle nature, 
but by driving off a large flock of sheep 
from a lowland pasture, when a boy of four- 
teen, and slaying their guardian and his 
dogs with his own hand. 

This exploit at once raised the young 
Murad to a high place in tbe estimation of 
the elders of the tribe, and by the time he 
was twenty he was mentioned as the best 
successor to his grandfather, Suleiman Agha, 
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the grey-bearded chieftain of the Falcon's 
Brood. 

The father of Murad had been trea- 
cherously enticed into the low country, and 
there murdered at a feast, and the boy grew 
up to manhood, nerved by hatred, and pant- 
ing for revenge. 

On his grandfather's death he was elected 
Sheikh of the horde, to the disgust of his 
uncles and cousins, and for four years he 
was the terror of all the travellers and cul- 
tivators within reach, and was even power- 
ful enough to levy black mail, and protect 
from all inferior robbers such villages as 
paid him tribute. 

After defeating several expeditions order- 
ed against him by the Pasha of Smyrna, he 
was one day surprised while returning home 
with his band, loaded with booty, by a force 
of Turkish troopers. A hollow way, lined 
with brushwood, concealed the approach of 
the cavalry; Murad was wounded, and many 
of his best and most faithful followers were 
cut down by his side. 

After this reverse the affections of his 
fickle clan were alienated from Murad; one 
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of his uncles seized the chief authority, and 
Murad, still sufltering from his wound, was 
driven from the mountain-nest of the un- 
grateful Falcon's Brood, narrowly escaping 
assassination in the tumult. 

After this, he contrived, by the aid of 
some bags of piastres buried in a place only 
known to himself, to purchase his pardon 
from the authorities, and for three years was 
a water-carrier in the streets of Smyrna, 
working hard and living on coarse food, 
until a stroke of unexpected good fortune 
raised him from his condition of abject 
poverty. 

His maternal uncle having quitted the 
mountain twenty years before, in conse- 
quence of some quarrel with Suleiman Agha, 
had found 'his way to the Ionian Islands, 
and having a taste for commerce and a few 
purses of ready money, had traded so suc- 
cessfully in Zante currants and other island 
produce, as to become possessed of a con- 
siderable property in money and ships, 
as well as of a very extensive estate in 
Cephalonia. This estate, with his savings, 
the old Turk had bequeathed to Murad, and 
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the messenger that announced to the latter 
that he was a wealthy man fomid him in 
rags, driving his donkey laden with water- 
skins through the streets of Smyrna. 

The water-carrier at once purchased a 
more elegant dress, and prepared for de- 
parture. The news of his good luck, how- 
ever, was widely spread, the rich citizens of 
Ismir saw a thousand good qualities in 
Murad, which without the lens of his pros- 
perity to look through they would never 
have discovered. The most influential and 
respectable traders were anxious to marry 
their daughters to such a pattern of Efiendis 
as the ex-water-carrier, and the result was 
that two black-eyed and moon-faced wives 
accompanied honest Murad to Stamboul, 
where I saw him securing places in the 
Ionian packet for himself and his harem. 

The mountain outlaw had become a great 
landed proprietor, and, no doubt, will be 
prouder of owning flocks and herds, than he 
was formerly, of stealing them, will give a 
friendly pipe to British oflScers and Greek 
skippers, and express a proper horror of 
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piracy aod robbery. Murad of the Sheep 
would probably be an amazing stickler for 
the rights of property. 

By the time this tale was finished we 
entered the gate of the great Cnstom-honse, 
and certainly though I have seen douanes 
enough in my time> I never saw one either 
so splendid, or so badly managed. 

It was full of shrill Greeks, screaming 
Italians, roaring Levantines, and bellowing 
Mahometans, each trpng to silence his 
neighbour and get a hearing. We per- 
formed all manner of gymnastics before we 
could get any one to attend to us. We 
clambered over bales, scrambled among boxes, 
sprang over chests and packing-cases, and 
picked our way in crossing a barricade of 
casks like Alpine chamois-hunters. At last 
bribery prevailed upon one official to send 
us to another. The trunks were found, 
claimed, opened, and shut again. 

There was no question of contraband ar- 
ticles and revenue laws; the only inquiry 
was, what will you give? Having given a 
backsheesh to several officials, about the 
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amount of which gratuities the rascals wran- 
gled as shamelessly as the emphyis of his 
Holiness's own Dogana could have done, 
we gained the door by dint of pushing and 
piastres, piled the luggage on the broad 
shoulders of some Turkish porters, and made 
the best of our way up the hot and dusty 
streets that led to the hotel. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

BEAUTY 0? THK VIEW 0? C0N8TANTIN0PLI FROM THB BOS- 
PHORUS. — TURKISH M08QUB8. ORXAT BAIEAM FBA8T. — 

CERSMONT 07 OPENING THB FBA8T. 

One can hardly ever tire of gazing on 
Constantinople from the Bosphorus. In the 
simple and emphatic words of the Turks, 
"guzel diry^ it is beautifdl ! 

It is the fashion to grumble that the 
glamour that hangs over it is in a great 
measure dissipated when one enters the 
labyrinth of dirty streets. I think this 
murmuring very unreasonable. Is there 
anything that seems as fair and glorious 
when approached, as at a distance ? Is there 
anything that preserves the same fairy hues 
when you can gaze at it calmly and near, 
that it wore when afar off? 

And if not, and sage moralists and worldly- 

G 
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wise philosophers, who have studied every 
variety of theory in pain or pleasure, and 
analysed the. sensations of a human heart 
with as much patience and zeal as Majendie 
used to display in dissecting a live grey- 
hound, assure us that the rule of dis-illusion 
is pitiless and universal, why should Con- 
stantinople be an exception to it ? 

If huts are more plenty than palaces, 
rickety wooden booths than stately man- 
sions ; if the streets are ill paved and nar- 
row, as well as dirty — for that they are dirty 
the stanchest apologist for Smithfield Market 
could scarcely deny, — I do not see why any 
traveller should grumble. 

Let the grumbler take a caique and row 
about for an hour or two near the new 
palace they are building for the Sultan up 
the Bosphorus, and look about him; and 
when he sees the loveliest and most magni- 
ficent vision that the whole world can offer 
him — when everything on the confines of 
the two continents, everything that meets 
his gaze, " city, stream, and shore," is redo- 
lent of beauty, purity, poetry, and grandeur, 
why should he complain that the interior of 
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the city, strange and picturesque though it 
be, does not fulfil the promise of the distant 
prospect of that gorgeous mass of domes and 
minarets ? 

If Stamboul were as superb a town as it 
looks from the water, it would be a city only 
fit for Djemshid and his geni — an enchanted 
capital for Peristan. 

The mosques disappoint few people on the 
other hand. From the sacred pigeons that 
nestle among the cornices and the carved 
niches to the nasal Muezzim who roars forth 
his summons to prayers from the top of the 
minaret, everything is just what every one 
anticipated. 

During Ramazan the mosques are shut to 
the unbelieving eyes of Ghiaours ; and even 
a firman will not make the inexorable por- 
tals fly open any more than the doors of 
Avemus yielded to the tears of Proserpine. 

But Ramazan, luckily for the labouring 
population, has an end like other sublunary 
things, and at length the Mohammedan Lent 
concluded, and the Great Bairam Feast, a 
perfect Carnival d la Turque^ was announced. 
The guns began to thunder before the dawn 

o 2 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



124 CEREMONY OF OPENING THE FEAST. 

of the eventful day of festival was fairly 
visible, and we hurried down stairs, across 
the garden, and into an aruba^ in the dim 
grey light of the infant morning. 

Early as we rose, however, his Highness 
the Sultan was an earlier riser. At four 
o'clock, A.M., an hour when only cabmen, 
sweeps, the police, and the mailguards bear- 
ing letter-bags, are astir in London, this 
great prince, perhaps the most indolent and 
effeminate monarch in existence, entered the 
mosque of Santa Sophia, at the head of a 
solemn procession. 

Poor fellow! think how awfully he must 
have yawned, how despairingly he must have 
stretched himself before he could make up 
his mind to leave his warm bed and com- 
fortable serail for the chilly atmosphere of a 
raw morning, and the unmusical drone of 
the whining Mollahs and Imaums. 

Poor Abdul Medjid ! no lady of fashion, 
devoted to high church observances — no Bel- 
gian bourgeoises hesitating at five on a win- 
ter's morning between the snug warmth of 
the soft plumeau and simmering stove, and 
the harsh reproaches of her spiritual director, 
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could have suffered more from early rising 
than the Padishah of Turkey. 

If he had ever studied the " Eton Gram- 
mar," how cordially would he have detested 
the heartless author of the maxim, " Dili- 
culo surgere saluberrimum est ! " 

The service of Moslem matins occupied a 
long time, for it was not until half-past 
seven that the rolling of the tambours and 
the clash of the cymbals announced the ap- 
proach of the Sultan and his train. An 
immense crowd of the faithful and Rayahs 
mingled together, and crushing each other 
like so many free-born Britons around the 
hustings, waited before the gate of the 
palace ; and we remained for a long time in 
rather a favourable situation to observe the 
proceedings, plose to the palace arch-way, 
and almost touching the double line of ma- 
rines in red and gold, who guarded the way 
by which the Padishah was to enter. 

Beyond them were other troops, and stylish 
looking officers, with the breasts of their 
blue uniforms one blaze of gold embroidery, 
walked solemnly up and down with drawn 
swords. 
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It is cue of the rules of the Turkish ser- 
vice that the soldiers should cheer daily for 
their sovereign, whether he is present or not. 
Every evening we used to hear the poor 
fellows practising in the Artillery Barracks, 
giving a number of doleful and mechanical 
hurrahs in excellent time, but without a par- 
ticle of spirit or feeling. 

They were prepared, then, on the present 
occasion, by their many rehearsals to shout 
loyally at the word of command. 

The people continuing to throng towards 
the place where we stood, and the crush be- 
coming unpleasant, the dragoman went up to 
a Russian prince who was lounging under 
the gateway, and whom it seems he knew, 
and asked him to give us the entrie of the 
palace, which the good natured Russian at 
once acceded to. 

Passing through the gloomy archway, we 
found ourselves in an immense court-yard or 
quadrangle, with the buildings of the palace 
surrounding us on all sides. Numerous 
soldiers and officers, in rich uniforms, were 
waiting there, as well as a number of Euro- 
pean spectators, including most of the mem- 
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bers of the corps diplomatique^ and many 
ladies whose gay dresses, bonnets, and para^ 
sols, looked rather incongruous with the 
sombre magnificence of the scene. 

The galleries, covered with a close screen 
of trellis work that guarded the fair tenants 
of the Harem from impertinent observation, 
were, doubtless, occupied ; and, I dare say, a 
great many pairs of black eyes, large and 
sleepy, or small and quick, were staring won- 
deringly through the lattices at the blonde 
moustachios and wasplike waists of the dandy 
attaches and slim secretaries. 

We began to feel rather tired of waiting 
till his Highness should have finished his 
tedious devotions, our only distraction being 
to look at the gate, on which the heads of 
distinguished rebels were anciently set, in 
the same manner in which Temple Bar and 
Traitor's Gate were formerly garnished, and 
where the skulls of the great Pasha of Janina 
and his sons were once placed as ghastly 
trophies of a treacherous triumph. 

At length, however, the guards stood to 
their arms, the heads of the spectators were 
bent eagerly forward, the sounds of martial 
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music came swelling under the black arch- 
way, and echoed around the square. The 
docile military cheered with wonderful pre- 
cision and unanimity, like a number of ap- 
plauding automatons. The multitude with- 
out roared like the sea. "Long live the 
Padishah ! long live Abdul Medjid !" "Allah 
preserve the Sultan !*' The cymbals clanged, 
the drums rolled, the shrill trumpets brayed 
amid the boom of the cannon. The music 
approaches. The Vicegerent of Mahomet is 
coming. Allah Akhbar ! 

Fifst came a long line of troops, their 
bayonets flashing in the sun, then the band 
playing in a deafening fashion, then a num- 
ber of mounted officers, then the Sultan's 
ichoglans or pages, many of whom are of the 
noblest families of Arabia, and who are al- 
most negroes in complexion, on horseback, 
and roaring out the titles of the Pashas. 
Then came a stream of mounted colonels, of 
generals, and Pashas, mounted on fine horses 
covered with rich trappings, their uniforms 
covered with gold braid and huge stoxs of 
brilliants blazing on their breasts. 
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Beside each of these grandees ran several 
attendants, among whom were the pipe- 
bearer and umbrella-bearer, those shadows of 
a Turk of rank, bearing the long cherry- 
wood chibouque and the gaudy umbrella in 
cases of blue cloth. 

Next came the led horses of the Sultan, 
covered with magnificent housings of velvet, 
laced with gold, whose fringes swept the 
ground, their bridles studded thickly with 
emeralds and rubies, stars of pearls and 
diamonds shining on their frontlets, precious 
stones sparkling on their gilded bits* and 
stirrups, and tall plumes of green mixed with 
white waving over their heads. 

The superbly caparisoned animals moved 
proudly, tossed their heads, and champed 
their jewelled bits, as if conscious of the 
gorgeousness of their parures. 

Then came the Viziers, the Seraskier, 
the Capitan Pasha, and other great officers 
of state. Of these the most remarkable 
wore Feti Achmet, the brother-in-law of the 
Padishah, the Reis Effendi, or Minister for 
Foreign Affairs, the Minister of War, and 

o 5 
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Reschid Pasha, the Grand Vizier, an old 
man with a beard as white as snow, and a 
venerable appearance. 

Some of the Pashas, who were civilians 
instead of military men, were excessively 
corpulent and awkward, insomuch that they 
required the constant exertions of two or 
three slaves to keep them in their saddles, 
and looked as unhappy and clumsy as even 
the members of the High Court of Alder- 
men could do were they forced to ride in 
procession mounted on Arab horses. 

Then came the Sultan, riding a particu- 
larly quiet horse, and dressed in a blue 
frock-coat, a superb diamond star on his 
breast, and a lofty egret plume towering 
above his red fez, on which shone a golden 
crescent. 

A small, pale, sickly-looking man, with 
black whiskers, Abdul Medjid did not look 
by any means to advantage. He is said to 
have been very handsome at one time, but 
at present, blas6^ feeble, and worn out, he is 
far from good-looking. He rode slowly 
along, staring listlessly at the European la- 
dies, and lolling like a sack on his quiet 
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horse, which James the First would have 
ridden without fear. 

The Sultan never bows, so he passed by 
apparently without hearing or heeding the 
acclamations of his people. 

After him marched his body-guard of 
pages, tall and slender youths in red velvet 
tunics, and with lofty caps, bearing fans of 
green feathers stuck on the top of their 
richly-mounted battle-axes, whose two broad 
blades were of transparent mother-of-pearl, 
with gilt spearheads and golden pine-apples 
surmounting them. Over their heads also 
waved very high plumes of green and white 
feathers. 

After this showy body of guards came the 
Sultan's buffoon, a most hideous and hor- 
ribly deformed dwarf, whose malicious and 
wrinkled countenance was set off by his 
splendid dress. He was fifty-six years of 
age. Perched like a monkey on a fine horse 
he grinned diabolically at the bystanders as 
he went by. 

The Sultan dismounted, entered the Se- 
rail, passing under the shadow of the famous 
** Sublime Porte,'^ and we presently heard 
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that his Highness was at breakfast. Cer- 
tainly he had earned it well, and had every 
right to be hungry. 

We waited for three quarters of an hour, 
looking at the palace walls and outbuildings, 
the huge dome of Santa Sophia looming in 
the misty air, the brightly painted and cool 
Kiosks, all frescoes and gilding, the plashing 
fountains, the pigeons flapping their wings 
above the turrets, and cooing tranquilly on 
the Saracenic rampart. 

We found standing room on a high and 
broad platform of stone, which command- 
ed a fine view of the famous gate of the 
Serail and the inner court in which the 
final ceremonies of the morning were to take 
place, and on which all the European spec- 
tators of both sexes, except those of the 
privileged who had places in the ambassado- 
rial gallery, were standing literally on the 
tiptoe of expectation. 

In front of the gate was a superb throne 
covered with a species of large mantle of 
cloth of gold, and surrounded by fine carpets 
and gold brocade stretched over the stone 
pavement of the court. Guards were drawn 
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up around it, and every one waited in silence 
the conclusion of Abdul Medjid's break- 
fast. 

At length the dSje&ner was understood to 
be over, and the Sultan was announced as 
ready to reappear on the stage. A brilliant 
train of Pashas, generals, and high officers, 
assembled in front of the Serail gate. 

Suddenly there was a flourish of trum- 
pets, a thundering clash of cymbals, a shout, 
and then a solemn hush. The Sultan was 
standing in front of the archway, but no 
longer in the semi-European garb of the 
procession. A lofty green turban was on 
his head on which was fastened by a jewelled 
clasp a plume of the egret. He was clad in 
majestically flowing robes of green, and for 
the first time throwing aside the weak and 
silly imitation of the hideous dress of Eu- 
rope, which renders a modem Turk of rank 
so ridiculous, shone forth an Eastern mon- 
arch. 

Lifting his hands to his turban he per- 
formed a graceful salutation, and advanced 
rapidly and with a theatrical gesture until 
he stood before the throne. With an air of 
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calm dignity he seated himself upon it, and 
the music struck up again. 

Then the chief of the Emirs and head of 
the Mollahs, a personage answering to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the Sultan him- 
self being, like the Czar, the pontiff of the 
national religion, advanced, clad also in a 
turban and robes of green silk, and with 
a thousand salaams and obsequious reve- 
rences, balanpait two or three times before 
the throne, knelt on the gorgeous carpet, 
and kissed the Padishah's feet and hands. 

The Pashas, Viziers, and other dignita- 
ries, next proceeded in turn to go through 
the same ceremony, each kneeling in turn 
before the throne, while as a distinguished 
favour the Sultan rose to greet four of those 
who bowed before him, Reschid Pasha, 
Feti Achmet Pasha, the Reis Effendi, and 
the Minister of War. 

Seated thus in state amid his vassals and 
clad in the picturesque and noble dress of an 
Asiatic monarch, the Sultan no longer seemed 
the same man who had ridden listlessly 
through the throng an hour before in his 
unbecoming frock-coat and braided panta- 
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loons. He looked and moved like a great 
sovereign receiving the homage of subject 
chiefs and princes, the most powerful of 
whom were as much his slaves as the 
meanest, and there can be little doubt how 
much more grand and respected the Otto- 
man Padishah was before he took to aping 
the attire and mimicking the customs of the 
Franks. 

Many useful institutions that belong to 
the West seem absurd and preposterous 
when engrafted on the manners and fashions 
of the East, and yet because our tailors and 
hatters have contrived to devise for us at once 
the ugliest and most inconvenient garb that 

the world has ever seen, a people whose simple 

« 

and graceful raiment suited their climate 
and habits to perfection, are crazy enough 
to imitate us. 

The ceremony of saluting the imperial 
slippers and finger-tips was a long one ; and 
in the mean time a little incident occurred 
which diverted the attention of some of the 
bystanders from the tediousness of the levie. 
Several hideous negro slaves, guardians of 
the moon-faced ones of the Padishah's harem. 
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in their rich dress all laced and slashed with 
gold, and armed with their crooked sabres, 
came clustering about the platform where we 
Christians were standing, and began to com- 
plain and murmur at the admission of un- 
believing swine into the palace of a Mussul- 
man prince on the occasion of a Mussulman 
festival. From grumbling they soon got to 
cursing and abuse of the whole body of Na- 
zarene lookers on and those who had let us 
in, and waxed gradually more and more 
furious. 

A black slave is always the most violent 
and bigoted of zealots ; and the guardians of 
the seraglio — anything but mutes, by the 
bye — are notoriously insolent on account 
of the privileges and immunities granted 
them. 

These Mesrours accordingly walked round 
us, gabbling, rolling their eyes, and showing 
their white teeth like so many black leopards 
about to spring upon their prey. 

At last a Nubian uglier and more crabbed 
than the rest, advanced to the Turkish cavass 
who was guarding us, and boxing his ears, 
savagely cried out, — " Dog, and son of a 
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dog! h(Jw darest thou bring Ghiaour curs 
into the court of our lord the Sultan, for 
which thou shalt grill in Jehanum ? '' 

The poor cavass, enraged and smarting 
with the pain of the blow, clapped his hand 
to his sword, but recollecting, I suppose, that 
he could only have the worst of a quarrel 
with one of the irresponsible Serail guards, 
humbly pocketed the affront; while the 
Blacks glared at us, and twitched at the 
bom-handles of their scimitars as if they 
longed to make mince-meat of us. 

A spruce secretary of one of the embas- 
sies, who had been talking and laughing 
gaily to a group of French ladies, turned ex- 
cessively pale at the blow received by the 
soldier, and the threats of the Blackamoors 
edged out of the circle, fairly took to his 
heels, and scampered out of the precincts of 
the palace : I dare say he did not feel safe 
till he got to Buyukdere or Therapia. 

One of Kossuth's sisters, who had come 
over from Kutahie to see the show, was im- 
mediately before us, but she appeared very 
little alarmed by the squabble. 

A superior officer of the palace succeeded 
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in calling off the Nubians, and a backsheesh 
consoled the cavass for the soufflet Mroiqae 
inflicted by the Negro's bony hand. Imme- 
diately after, the Sultan knelt on a rich 
carpet brought from Mecca, and prayed for 
several minutes: this concluded the cere- 
monies. The cannon thundered along the 
Bosphorus, and the sight was at an end. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

FESTIVAL OF THE BAIRAM. — STATE VISIT TO THE MOSQUE. 

CARRIAGE-RIDING CONSIDERED EFFEMINATE. MODE OF LIFE 

OF TURKISH WOMEN. CELEBRATION OF SULTANAS ANNUAL 

MARRIAGE, 

It was curious to see how affectionately 
and cordially disposed the Mussulman popu- 
lation appeared to be to each other on the 
occasion of that feast of the Bairam ; it was 
more like an old-fashioned Christmas in Eng- 
land than anything else. Such wonderful 
greeting and embracing in the streets — such 
exchanging of gifts — such happy faces and 
jollity ! 

Every friend, every servant, every slave in 
a moderately good place, gets a present at 
the time of the Bairam ; feasting is general, 
and illumination universal. The poorest 
man lights a feeble little lamp with scanty 
oil and slender vnck, places it in a huge lan- 
tern of coloured paper, where it looks like a 
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caretaker in charge of a castle, and hangs it 
up triumphantly above his door. 

We went one evening in a Turkish car- 
riage, accompanied by lovon on horseback, 
to the Square of Sultan Bajazet, to see his 
Highness go to the mosque in state. All the 
beauty and fashion, as the newspapers say, 
of Stamboul was there, with a large propor- 
tion of spectators, who were, though occa- 
sionally handsome, undoubtedly unfashion- 
able. 

Hundreds of arubas, all gingerbread and 
gilding, were there, crammed with pale faced 
ladies in transparent yashmacks, and happy 
negresses with veils of coarse stuff. Three 
shabby European carriages also were there, 
full of Christian sightseers, as well as a 
multitude of Moslem horsemen, and a great 
crowd of piitons. 

A Turk considers it disgracefully effemi- 
nate to sit in any kind of vehicle, and, at 
the same time, derogatory to walk; conse- 
quently the arubas are left exclusively to 
women and ghiaours; and the Turks of 
wealth and rank ride their own Arabian 
coursers on all occasions, while those who 
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cannot afford to keep a horse, and who yet 
aspire to gentility, hire one of the numerous 
steeds always waiting to be employed at the 
comers of the streets. 

Respectability in England was once de- 
fined to be " keeping a gig : '* at present, 
in London, a brougham would, probably, re- 
place the gig, while in Turkey a saddle- 
horse is de rigtteur. 

I must say that, contrary as it is to the 
received opinions in Europe, the veiled 
Turkish women appeared very merry and 
independent, and to lead a life of childish 
amusement, gadding, gossip, and content. A 
Turkish lady is very well and richly dressed, 
gets ornaments, shawls, bonbons^ and other 
feminine requirements in profusion, has no 
responsibilities, cares, or troubles, drives in 
her aruba or rides her red saddled donkey 
wherever she pleases, on condition of taking 
a female slave with her, as a French lady 
does her bonne^ goes shopping or amusement- 
hunting as she pleases, and keeps her hus- 
band out of his own harem whenever the 
slippers of her lady visitors are lying at the 
door. 
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What more can she want? she has no 
more mind, education, or conscience, than 
a very young and untaught child, and fine 
clothes, sugar-plums, the bath, and a little 
scandal while she and her friends are smoking 
their jewelled water-pipes, seem to her the 
quintessence of earthly joys. 

She does not plunge into politics and as- 
pire to govern, like a Frenchwoman, nor aim 
at social superiority, like her sisters of Britain. 
Her benighted mind can form no accurate 
conception of the paramount importance of 
Woman's Mission, and nothing could per- 
suade her that the wives of Franks are 
better off than herself. Gay, cheerful, good- 
humoured, light-hearted, and merry, she 
chatters like a parrot and eats pastry like a 
schoolboy. 

She may not walk, ride, or drive with a 
person of the opposite sex, to be sure, but 
she is used to the restriction and cares little 
about it. And if she is occasionally in 
danger of the sack, she has the consolation 
of knowing that for one woman whom this 
picturesque justice overtakes, probably a 
score escape. 
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On the present occasion the number of 
Stamboul belles gathered together in the 
Square of Sultan Bajazet was very great, 
and there seemed to be as much interest 
excited by the procession as the Bulbul of 
Sweden could have inspired, had she arrived 
at Constantinople. 

The police ran frantically about, clutch- 
ing at the bridles of unruly horses, raining 
thumps and kicks on every side, and bela- 
bouring or treading down the populace with 
the most laudable zeal and impartiality. 

The troops presented arms, the guns bel- 
lowed, the MoUahs chanted. The square 
was suddenly lighted up by a dazzling blaze 
of red fire, the like of which the Surrey The- 
atres never yet displayed, to which succeeded 
incessant flashes of flame and tourbillons of 
hazy smoke, while, dim and glorious, looming 
through the red fire and rosy mist, passed on 
the long procession of turbans, spears, and 
robes, with the Sultan in the midst, and 
after appearing for a moment in shadowy 
and lurid grandeur, like Merion and his host 
of evil angels to Columbus, or Banquo's 
train of descendants to Macbeth, vanished 
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into the open doors of the Mosque of Ba- 
jazet. 

The effect of that array of picturesque 
forms hovering as it seemed in the mingled 
glare and ruddy smoke-wreaths was mag- 
nificent, 

" Slowly along the CTening sky they went, 
As on the edge of some vast hattlement, 
Helmet and shield and spear and gonfalon, 
Streaming a halefiil light that was not of the sun ! " 

A day or two after this, the Sultan cele- 
lebrated with great pomp his annual mar- 
riage. The guns from the fleet moored in 
the Bosphorus began to boom over the waters 
soon after dark, and the batteries along the 
shore, and that of Tophana, in especial, ac- 
cepting the challenge, the thunder of the 
artillery pealed without cessation for hours. 
The consumption of gunpowder must have 
been prodigious. 

The whole city, as well as Pera, Gralata, 
Scutari, and Tophana, was illuminated; 
every mosque and minaret was lighted up, 
and from minaret to minaret were stretched 
long ropes and chains loaded with flashing 
lamps, so that the town looked as if it were 
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bound in fiery fetters. The palaces that 
line the water-side, the Imperial Serail, the 
houses of the rich Moslems, shone with all 
the lustre that a myriad of lights could 
give. 

A Turkish corvette lying at anchor in 
front of Tophana had every part of her rig- 
ging so covered with lanterns that her cord- 
age appeared in flames^ masts, yards, ropes, 
and bowsprit, were all bright with lamps, 
a Bude light burned with dazzling brilliancy 
on her deck, and from her sides poured in- 
cessant jets of fire, as her planks trembled 
and shook at every fresh discharge of her 
roaring carronades. 

At midnight suddenly a thousand rockets 
shot up into the dark sky and fell again 
in millions of spangles, red, blue, yellow, 
white, pink, and green. Again, again, and 
again, the fiery monsters rushed up hissing 
into the air, and fell in many coloured 
showers. 

Serpents, Roman candles, lances d feu^ 
and other triumphs of the pyrotechnic art, 
whirled around on every hand ; the city and 
the sleeping sea were as plainly visible at 
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intervals as in the day-time, showers of 
tinted flame-drops fell in a burning hail 
upon the gentle waters of the Golden Horn, 
and something very like Greek fire glowed 
upon the rippling water. 

Amidst this fairy scene a squadron of 
caiques were seen crossing the Bosphorus, 
and bearing across it the Sultan and his 
train. Then the guns roared louder than 
ever, and in the intervals of the firing the 
strains of music might be heard from the 
boats and the Serail. 

Next every battery, every ship, every 
quay, blazed up; and once, in a mighty 
column of rose-coloured flame and for an 
instant, we could see the gorgeous procession 
flit by on the opposite shore as it poured 
into the palace, half-veiled and half dis- 
played by the dazzling red fire. One more 
shower of the gleaming rockets, one more 
volley from the dark-hulled frigates, and 
the curtain of darkness falls. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DEPABTUBE OP lOVOH. 147 



CHAPTER XV. 

DEPARTURE OP lOVON. — SERVIAN TARTARS. — SAVAGE CONDUCT 
OF MUSSULMAN TARTARS. — BLOWS AND MENACES NECESSARY 

IN ORIENTAL JOURNEYS. — INSTANCE OF TARTAR CRUELTY. 

CONDUCT OF EUROPEAN CONSULS IN THE EAST. 

About five weeks after our arrival at 
Pera, lovon came to kiss our hands after the 
fashion of his country, and ask leave to 
return home. I tried to persuade him to 
go to the West with us, but his illness 
had alarmed him, and he argued, moreover, 
that if Stamboul was so/ much hotter than 
Belgrade, England would be far too torrid 
a place of residence for a Servian. 

It was in vain that L assured him that 
among the many reproaches addressed to 
our climate, that of excessive sultriness had 
never been numbered. It was of no use ; 
lovon was not to be persuaded. 

He told me also, for the first time, that 
be had a wife and family in his native 
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town, and it seemed as if the affection for 
those he had left in Servia which had slum- 
bered during the journey, had been revived 
by the pressure of sickness. In consequence, 
the next Galatz packet carried lovon back 
to the banks of the Danube, and I heard 
afterwards of his safe arrival at Belgrade. 

If any of my readers should ever travel 
from that city by land to Constantinople, 
I strongly recommend' them to seek out 
lovon Dragonovich, and promote him to the 
office of pilot to their caravan. 

A Servian Tartar does not, perhaps, carry 
you to your journey's end with the same 
rapidity as a Turkish one, but it must always 
be distressing to any one not destitute of 
common humanity to witness the brutal 
usage and oppression too often inflicted on 
the wretched natives by Mussulman Tartars. 

These fellows, irresponsible because they 
escort the inviolable person of a European 
traveller, almost always try to gain favour 
with their employers, and increase the 
amount of backsheesh by mercilessly drub- 
bing every one around them. The stick 
is always in their hands, they are perpe- 
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tually thrashing somebody on the slightest 
pretext, or on no pretext at all, and, unlike 
the Spartan admiral, they " strike but won't 
hear." 

These are the ruflSans who beat Suridjees 
to death, and flog unoffending villagers for 
not having more than their all to offer. 
I am not one of those whole-hog philan- 
thropists who maintain that a negro slave, 
or an Arab thief, feels as much degrada- 
tion in the lash as a respectable Christian 
yeoman. 

I know v^ry well what Eastern travelling 
is, and that so generally is power accom- 
panied by insolence, and mildness construed 
into cowardice, that an occasional cut with 
a whip bestowed upon some particularly 
lazy or saucy rascal is perfectly talismanic 
in inspiring respect. But though a slight 
application of the thong of the coorbash 
is very useful at times, breaks no bones, 
and wounds no feelings, yet still no one 
can more strongly reprobate than I do the 
savage conduct of the Turkish Tartars. 

Even a Quaker could hardly get through 
an Oriental journey without either beating 
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or menacing somebody, every now and then, 
unless he preferred being ill-used, plundered, 
and, probably, murdered by a race of beings 
about as honourable and sensitive as hounds, 
who never heard of any right but that of 
superior physical force, and who can un- 
derstand no reason for gentleness, except 
timidity. 

A little less of patient endurance would 
have saved poor Burckhardt many suflferings. 
But this does not excuse the ferocity of the 
ordinary Tartars, whom the most passive sub- 
mission only serves to exasperate. 

A gentleman holding a high official ap- 
pointment in Turkey, related to me how in a 
journey in the northern part of Bulgaria, 
when his Mussulman Tartar was beating 
some harmless Christian villagers, who were 
sweeping out their cottage as fast as they 
could, previous to giving it up for the accom- 
modation of the English traveller, the head 
man or mayor of the village, a venerable 
Turk with a beard as white as snow, expos- 
tulating gently with the ruffian, the Tartar 
snatched up a heavy club and knocked 
the old man down with a blow that only 
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his turban prevented from fracturing the 
skull. 

A crowd of. armed Turks instantly ga- 
thered, angrily demanding vengeance for 
their injured burgomaster, and a stormy 
scene ensued, in which the traveller, to 
save the life of the offender, was obliged 
to threaten all present with the severest 
punishments from the Pasha of Widdin, on 
which the riot calmed as if by magic ; the 
enraged Turks laid by their guns and swords 
and dispersed, and the venerable Cadi was 
obliged to pocket the affront, his only con- 
solation for his broken head being the stern 
reproof which the Tartar received from his 
master. 

Much about this time a tumult, attribu- 
table, it was hinted, to Russian and Austrian 
influence, took place at Belgrade. The 
British flag was torn down by the Servian 
rabble, the Consulate assaulted, the Consul 
himself and his cavass^bashi roughly treated, 
and I believe it was necessary to call in the 
Turkish garrison to the aid of the Servian 
police before the riot could be quelled. 

I hear that these tumultuous demonstra- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



152 EUROPEAN CONSULS IN THE EAST. 

tions of popular feeling are far from uncom- 
mon in the East, where from time immemorial 
the Consuls of the different European nations 
have regarded each other with the bitterest 
hatred and jealousy, and where the squabbles 
and petty contests about points of etiquette 
which take place upon the most trivial occa- 
sions are much more curious than edifying. 

Certain is it that if it were the wish of 
the various Christian potentates to give the 
Mahometans a perfect idea of the mistrust 
and dislike prevailing between the nations 
of Franguestan, they could not have chosen 
a better means of accomplishing their object 
than that of filling the seaports of the Orient 
with representatives of the different coun- 
tries of the West, who quarrel and scheme 
incessantly, and whom it is a favourite diver- 
sion for the Moslem governors to play off 
against one another, each puppet in turn 
being ludicrously depressed or absurdly ex- 
ultant, according to the degree of favour or 
disfavour in which he stands at the Pasha's 
court. 

How the old barbarian, seated on his 
snug divan, must chuckle behind his grey- 
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beard as he sees the contests for precedence 
and attention among the well-dressed infidels 
who besiege his "palaver/* now fawning in 
the dust before his august feet, now glaring 
with spite and fury at their brethren! There 
are no actors in the East, except strolling 
buffoons and diplomatic comedians. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

FOREST OP BELGRADE. — ITS DEADLINESS. LOCUSTS IN ROUMELIE. 

OTHER FOES TO AGRICULTURISTS. — DESCRIPTION OF A 

ROUMELIAN FARMER. — ATTEMPTS TO DESTROY TURKISH NA- 
TIONALITY. — INVISIBILITY OF POLICE. — STAMBOULINE POLICE. 
— A MOSLEM FOUCH^. — HIS REMARKABLE HISTORY. 

The famous Forest of Belgrade, or more 
correctly speaking, of Belgradtchik, or Little 
Belgrade, is the favourite ventie for picnics 
and^fe^ champHres among the inhabitants of 
Pera and the yet more aristocratic dwellers 
in Therapia and Buyukdere. 

The ride to this spot is a pleasant one, 
and the sylvan glades well repay the pilgrim 
for the trouble of seeking their leafy avenues 
of dark pines and rustling oak-trees, while 
the singing birds, whom the want of shade 
and shelter drives from the scorching wastes 
that now replace the fertile plains and 
rich cornfields which in olden times were 
the boast of Thrace, make the groves of 
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the cool forest ring with their warbling 
strains. ^ 

This is the bright side of the picture, how- 
ever, and unfortunately the reverse is of a 
darker hue. The climate of Southern Turkey 
is by no means so well suited for a life in the 
"merrie green wood'* as that of the fresh and 
breezy North. Death lurks in the woodland 
bowers, and pestilence lies crouching among 
the waving fern of Belgradtchik. Robin 
Hood and his green-clad and sturdy yeo- 
manry would liave sickened and died in 
that beautiful but treacherous spot. 

As it is, they say that iewfStes take place 
there in summer without some loss of life 
occurring to confirm the evil reputation of 
the forest. Persons have ridden there in 
the morning full of nealth and spirits, and 
been borne away in the evening, cold and 
rigid, from the gay woodland scene to the 
grave. 

The enormous number of locusts to be 
found in Roumelie has often been noticed 
by travellers ; the destruction to the crops 
caused by them is very great, and they ap- 
pear rather as a permanent than a transient 
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scourge. In some districts, where the po- 
verty of the labouring population is exces- 
sive, the peasantry have invented a partial 
remedy for the injury done to the produce 
of their tillage by eating their plagues boiled 
in milk, and it is said that those who have 
once contrived to accustom themselves to 
this unpalatable food become as fond of it' as 
a few eccentric people, here and there, have 
been of spiders. 

Usually, however, when the earliest frost 
renders the countless hordes of devouring 
insects torpid and lethargic, they are ga- 
thered up by basketsfull at a time from the 
ground and thrown into large fires lighted 
on purpose. 

The locust is not the only foe with whom 
the distressed agriculturist of Roumelie has 
to contend. The soldier and the robber, 
the wolf and the jackal, the eagle and the 
vulture, assail him in their turn, and claim 
some portion of his hard earned and ill- 
fended property. What a blessing would 
protection be among the Rayahs of Rou- 
melie. 

It used to be curious to see a farmer of 
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the more remote districts of the sandshak 
come into Constantinople to pay his rent or 
make his annual purchases. The lean am- 
bling horse, the gaunt upright figure, clad 
in a shabby dress of blue and red, the hag- 
gard looks and solemn face, together with 
the huge brass-mounted pistol, which looked 
as* if, like that celebrated weapon of Queen 
Anne which forms a distinguished lion at 
Dover Castle, it could " carry a ball to Ca- 
lais Green," combined to make up a toler- 
ably accurate picture of a Don Quixote, 
d, la Turque^ but with an expression of fear 
and wonder indelibly marked on the bony 
features that was totally foreign to the war- 
like air of the hero of La Mancha. They 
seemed always to be exceedingly awkward 
and clumsy riders, and were continually 
tumbling and rolling over in the dust, when- 
ever they ventured on a canter. 

The Greeks do not appear to have been 
good horsemen at any period of their history, 
and perhaps the fabled Centaurs of Thes- 
saly may have been very ordinary cavaliers, 
in spite of the extravagant praises and won- 
derment of the Hellenes. 
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Sultan Abdul Medjid and his predecessor, 
Mahmoud, whose notions of reform were 
Identical with those of Tarquin, have la- 
boured most assiduously to kill the nation- 
ality of their people, and to make their won- 
derful and glorious capital into a wretched 
copy of the cities of Franguestan, Accord'- 
ingly a prohibition has been issued by the 
police against the wearing of arms in Stam- 
boul, and it is as strictly enforced as any 
other. 

But civilization is not a mushroom, and it 
is but a very spurious kind of improvement 
that can be expected to sprout up in a 
night. Consequently the keen and mur- 
derous dagger, with its clumsy hilt of ivory 
or metal, shines in every belt, uncared for 
and unforbidden, while the graceful scimitar 
and highly ornamented pistols, which are as 
essential articles of dress to a thoroughbred 
Oriental as the turban or the papooshes, are 
sternly prohibited. 

The police of London, and the sergents de 
ville of France, have alike a character, in the 
latter instance well deserved, for invisibility, 
and of the same viewless order are the 
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guardians of public tranquillity in Stamboul* 
Belgium, that meekest and most Quakerlike 
of countries, is almost the only land in Eu- 
rope where the sbirri are conspicuous at 
noon-day among a peaceful and money- 
making population. 

When the Sultan goes in state to the 
mosque on Fridays, the Stambouline police 
appear in great numbers, and display im- 
mense energy in clearing a way for the 
august procession ; but in a few brief hours 
these ephemerae disperse, and the streets are 
again left ostensibly defenceless. 

Sceptical persons may be apt to imagine 
that the force consisted solely of theatrical 
supernumeraries who assumed the baton and 
the bandolier for " that occasion only ; " and, 
consequently, that the Stamboul Effendi and 
the Commissioners of the Turkish police per- 
formed their duty at a trifling expense. 

I had one or two very edifying conversa- 
tions with Dindar Agha, one of the secret 
agents of the Vizier, and a perfect miniature 
Fouch^ or Vidocq. 

Dindar Agha was a withered old fellow 
of nearly seventy, with a face like a frost- 
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bitten apple, a huge tarboosh, a rather shabbj^ 
frock-coat of skyblue cloth, and a most sour 
expression of physiognomy, such as rene- 
gades usually affect in proof of devotion and 
religious zeal. 

This worthy Moslem was a Candiote Greek, 
a native of the savage hills of barren Sphakia, 
and his real name was Dhemetri— something 
which I never was able to make out ; Chro- 
nonhotonthologos, or something equally poly- 
syllabic and euphonious, was his family ap- 
pellation. 

After a life, such as none but a Persian or 
an islander of the Mediterranean ever leads, 
Dhemetri, being alternately a merchant 
and a pirate, a farmer and a fisherman, a 
sailor and a seraff, a landowner and a spy, 
found himself at Cyprus, working in the 
Turkish arsenal, with an iron chain firmly 
riveted to a ring of polished steel which 
encircled his ankle. 

After a brief experience of the discipline 
of the Ottoman bagnes, the conscientious 
Dhemetri was awakened to a due sense of 
the merits of the Mussulman persuasion; 
and as a reward for his conversion, and some 
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peculiarly welcome and seasonable infonna- 
tion which led to the capture of a couple of 
Moorish zebeques, handsomely laden with 
booty, and to the decapitation of about six 
dozen of corsairs, Dhemetri was liberated 
from prison as an apostatising Christian, and 
shortly appeared in Stamboul as a full-blown 
Mahometan, under the name of Dindar 
Agha. 

This was more than fifteen years ago, and 
by this time honest Dindar has but vague 
and indistinct ideas of the motives and 
events of his conversion, since, while at 
times he affects to have been a follower of 
Islam from the cradle, he forgets at others 
that he is not still a Christian. Altogether, 
he reminded me a good deal of old Tony 
Foster, in " Kenilworth,'* jumbling his old 
and new faith together in his ill assorted 
ejaculations. 

But his aghaship was a beacon which he 
never lost sight of; he clung to it with fond 
affection; he sometimes, when speaking of 
his early days and his youthful frolics in 
Sphakia, called himself " Dhemetri Agha ! " 

Whatever Demetri may have learned from 
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the Mollahs, and, certainly, he never failed 
to describe Franks as Ghiaours with the 
most orthodox volubility and the most pious 
onction — he had never been a true convert 
to the doctrine of abstinence from veine. 
Sherry or Madeira ever proved irresistible 
to him ; he could not have refused the topaz- 
coloured beverage if the Great Mufti had 
been present; and under its influence the 
tongue and memory of Dindar Agha became 
self-acting machines. 

Wonderfiil tales did he relate of the inge- 
nuity, the wiles, and the hair-brained auda- 
city of the thieves and escrocs of the East, 
and of the craft and matchless patience dis- 
played by the beagles of Turkish law. 

To do Dindar Agha justice, he gave their 
full meed of praise to the Turpins, Car- 
touches, and Barringtons of Stamboul, ho- 
nestly avowing that the victory was often 
with them, and in this greatly surpassed those 
ultra-national historians of every people who 
acknowledge no valour, and chronicle no 
success, but that of their own coimtrymen. 

Besides his magnanimity, the Vizier's 
agent was an inimitable tale-teller. He was 
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a Sterne for pathos, a Swift for satire, a 
Caesar for graphic recital. He entered into 
the feelings of all classes, and identified 
himself now with the most powerful and 
now with the meanest of mankind. He 
would describe the succession of rtises by 
which a clever policeman succeeded in fer- 
reting out a robbery, or unmasking a delin- 
quent; he would depict every step in the 
pursuit, every artful stratagem and deep-laid 
counterplot, until the chase assumed the 
exciting and spirit-stirring character of a 
fox-hunt, and then suddenly dropping his 
voice and changing his style from Nimrod 
to Rousseau, he would paint the terror, the 
despair, the agonised expedients and the late 
remorse of the trembling culprit, until the 
sympathies of his auditors were secured for 
the poor devil hiding from inexorable justice. 
Then would come the triumph of Dindar 
Agha's oratory. Suddenly altering his tone 
and manner, he would burst out with a 
perfect flourish of trumpets and psean of 
triumph in honour of the staunch hound 
of the Cadi, who had at last succeeded in 
tracking the offender to his den and dragging 
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him forth into the light of the day, and the 
reach of the fatal bamboo. 

Nobody could draw the picture of an ex- 
ecution in so thrilling and yet feeling a man- 
ner as Dindar Agha, and, when the whole 
of the details had been descanted upon, he 
would sing the elegy of the deceased felon 
with the plaintive sadness of the dying swan, 
and exhibit the blackest of villains in the 
glowing hues of a martyred victim. 

Some eight years ago the diamonds of 
the Austrian ambassadress were stolen from 
her toilette table by some peculiarly cunning 
and daring thieves. A large reward was 
offered for the recovery of the gems, and 
Dindar was deputed by his superiors to 
the office of a detective in this particular 
case. 

In the course of a week, Dindar, whose 
scent no Border blood-hound ever surpassed, 
got a clue to the originators of the robbery. 
The plunderers were numerous, and as the 
jewels could not be sold without great risk 
of detection in Constantinople, they had 
resolved to carry them for sale to Teheran, 
where they had no doubt of finding a ready 
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market for their valuable booty among the 
nobles of Persia. 

Dindar Agha found out their intended 
route, and on the arrival of the rascals at 
Kars, a respectable merchant from Koordis- 
tan, in a high cap of black sheepskin and a 
huge robe, entered their caravanserai, and 
very dexterously managed to extract from 
them, in the course of conversation, an 
avowal that they had diamonds for sale. 
For these the pretended merchant, vrlio vras 
no other than our old friend Dindar, oflfered 
to give a handsome price, and thus save 
them the trouble of continuing their journey 
to the capital of the Shah. 

After a great deal of bargaining, the rob- 
bers agreed to sell the jewels for ninety 
thousand piastres, or nine hundred pounds 
sterling, and with apparent reluctance and 
hesitation the merchant produced a heavy 
leathern bag and counted out the sum in 
silver beschliks. The money was some fic- 
titious coin manufactured by a gang of 
forgers in England or Russia, and which had 
been seized by the Vizier and confiscated. 

The wily Dindar had provided himself with 
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a large supply of this counterfeit money, and 
was thus enabled to purchase the gems of 

the Baroness Von for a few handfuls 

of clipped pewter. The robbers left Kars 
joyfully on their homeward route. At their * 
first halting-place, however, some of the 
more wary began to suspect the accommo- 
dating merchant who had so opportunely 
interposed to save them the weary ride to 
Teheran. 

Perhaps Dindar, aware of the worthless- 
ness of his circulating medium, was too 
eager and too compliant in bargaining to 
suit his feigned character of a greedy trader. 
At any rate, the thieves examined the con- 
tents of the money-bag, and discovered the 
beschliks to be spurious imitations, even 
greasier and more adulterated than the Sul- 
tan's shabby coin. 

Words cannot describe the indignation 
and horror of the robbers at this astounding 
discovery. The moral reflections to which 
the revelation of the fraud gave rise must 
have been remarkably edifying. 

The gang returned at full speed to Kars, 
found the treacherous merchant quietly 
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smoking his chibouque in the caravanserai, 
furiously accused, deprived him of the bril- 
liants which he had unjustly obtained, beat 
him severely with bridles, belts, and pipe- 
sticks, with the full and unqualified appro- 
bation of the bystanders, and finally only 
abstained from dragging him before the 
Cadi from the fear that the signalement of 
some of the party might be unpleasantly 
familiar to the myrmidons of the magistrates 
of Kars. 

Having thus regained possession of the 
brilliants, they hastened on towards Teheran. 
Honest Dindar Agha was but little discou- 
raged by the beating and abuse which had 
been so plentifully bestowed upon him, 
while he felt that his professional reputa- 
tion was at stake, and that to be outwitted 
by thieves would inflict upon his character, 
as an able and zealous oflScer, a more irre- 
parable injury than any mere act of ille- 
gality. 

He had a profound knowledge of the 
habits and customs of the most rascally of 
the knaves of Constantinople, and was aware 
that the Jilom in question would never 
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dream of being wasteful enough to throw 
away coins, which though intrinsically worth- 
less, might be most advantageously put into 
circulation in the remoter parts of Syria 
or Asia Minor. 

A fresh plan was soon formed, and Din- 
dar Agha mounted his horse without heed- 
ing either his aching bones, or the jeers 
and curses of the other inmates of the khan, 
who regarded him as not only a dishonest 
trader, but, far worse, as a detected im- 
postor. He rode as fast as possible on the 
road towards Persia, until his horse, knocked 
up by two hard days' travelling over stony 
ground, became too lame to proceed. Din- 
dar, who was as good a judge of the equine 
race and as adroit a haggler as the canniest 
native of Yorkshire, purchased a strong 
shaggy yaboo from a peasant for a trifle, 
and pursued his journey. 

Pushing on unremittingly, and seeking a 
little frequented pass in the mountain-range, 
Dindar had the gratification of arriving 
before the robbers among the wide-spread- 
ing plains of Persia. 

Here he hoped to find the aid which 
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was necessary for the further prosecution 
of his schemes. He passed many wandering 
hordes, and was never molested, for his ap- 
pearance, and that of his rough-coated, and 
humble steed, were not inviting enough to 
tempt the rapacity of the marauders of the 
Maidan. 

It was some time before he encountered 
a band fit for his purpose ; the Koords were 
too savage and treacherous, the Uzbecks too 
fierce and morose, the Eelyauts too pastoral 
and gentle to be the allies of this Candiote 
Ulysses. 

At last he arrived among the black tents 
and picketed camels of a tribe of Turco- 
mans, a people brave, hospitable, and faith- 
ful, but with exceedingly mediaeval ideas of 
the rights of property. To the chieftain of 
this horde, Sultaun Moorad, Dindar told a 
plaintive tale of wrong and violence. He 
had been cheated out of the price of a 
set of superb jewels which he had sold to 
some Kafirs of merchants at Kars. The un- 
believing dogs, rank Sheahs and heretics, 
as well as swindlers (Sultaun Moorad was 
a Sounie) had taken away the money they 
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had paid him for the diamonds by force, 
after he had given his receipt, and when he 
complained at the footstool of justice, the 
Cadi of Kars, that son of a burnt father 
and grandsire of asses, had taken a bribe 
from the thieves to apply the bamboo to 
Dindar, and to drive him with blows from 
the court, him, an old man and a Mussul- 
man ! Whereupon there had remained no 
resource to the ill-treated and disconsolate 
Dindar than to prostrate himself in the dust 
of the Turcoman encampment, to grasp the 
spear of the chief, to kiss the hem of his 
robe, and to adjure the brave and victorious 
Sultaun Moorad, before whom the universe 
trembled, to put himself at the head of 
his lion-eating warriors, and surprise the 
robbers on their road to Teheran. 

Dindar added that besides the diamonds 
the rascals had above ninety thousand piastres 
in silver in their possession, and that he 
should be content with the restitution of 
the gems, leaving the money to his valiant 
ally, whom he finally implored by the beard 
of his father, and the salt of his hospitality, 
to protect and avenge him. 
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The Turcoman chief sympathised with the 
wronged and injured Dindar, and his eyes 
sparkled at the mention of the piastres. He 
agreed to punish Dindar's enemies and to 
restore him the gems, and forthwith plucked 
his spear from the ground where it was 
planted before his tent, mounted his steed, 
which had borne him on many a day of battle 
and chappow, and called around him his 
young men, who mustered gladly at the first 
announcement of a foray. 

To the astonishment and dismay of the 
Stamboul thieves, as they emerged from the 
intricate passes of the mountains into the 
open plains, they were charged by an over- 
whelming force of Turcoman cavalry. Half 
of their number fell beneath the scimitars 
and lances of Sultaun Moorad and his fol- 
lowers, and the survivors having been strip- 
ped and plundered, were detained in a state 
of slavery among the wild horde. 

As for Dindar, the chief kept his word 
most faithfully. The diamonds were given up 
to the wily Cretan, who returned forthwith 
to Constantinople, restored the jewels to the 
Baroness Von , and duly claimed and 
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received the reward. The Turcoman chief 
was content with the counterfeit coin. 

I taxed Dindar with ingratitude when he 
recounted this adventure to me, in having 
found so inexpensive a way of remunerating 
his chivalrous ally, but he laughed heartily, 
and assured me that in all probability the 
valiant Sultaun, whose wealth was in flocks 
and herds, had never discovered the trick 
to this day. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

VIEW OP AND VISIT TO THB PRINOES' ISLANDS. — A PUZZLED 

BUT POLITE LANDLORD. APOLOGY FOR A DINNER. — RAMBLE 

ABOUT THB ISLAND. 

There is an Austrian steamer daily from 
Constantinople to the Princes* Islands and 
Moudania. You may see it shooting out 
of the straits into the wide sea of Marmora 
every afternoon in summer, and track it by 
the long ha^ line of filmy smoke that marks 
its course until it lies beneath the blue crags 
of the mountain isles that sparkle afar, cool 
and fresh as tracts of green vegetation 
around some fountain of the desert; rising 
above the gentle sea. 

These gems of the deep always appeared 
to me from a distance such as the Isles of 
Calypso must have done, enchanted spots, in- 
vested with their own peculiarly still and 
golden atmosphere, and glowing with all 
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the rich hues of fairyland, like the palmy 
islets that the mariner sometimes beholds 
mirrored on the glossy surface of the Indian 
Ocean, the reflection of undiscovered and 
tranquil groves, whose only tenants are the 
brilliant plumaged birds of the South, and 
sleeping in the far recesses of the unknown 
waters, like hidden gems that gleam in the 
depths of the gnome-peopled mine. 

For a long time we had wished to ramble 
among the purple cliffs of these jewels of 
the Sea of Marmora, and at length we em- 
barked on board the Moudania steamer, and 
steamed out of the Bosphorus, half expect- 
ing to see the elfin isles dissolve as we 
approached them, and the whole glittering 
vision pass away like the breath from the 
surface of a polished sword. 

But we neared the shores, and disembark- 
ed upon the beach, without any perceptible 
change having taken place in the appear- 
ance of the Princes' Islands. 

And there was an inn in the place of 
Calypso's grotto, whose portals stood hos- 
pitably open, and a landlord who made up 
by bowing and smirking, and an amazing 
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deal of civility, for any little deficiencies 
in the accommodation proffered by his hos- 
telry, and who in reply to our questions 
respecting dinner, assured us, with the bold- 
ness and self-satisfied air so peculiar to mattres 
d^hotdy that we could have " whatever we 
pleased to order." It was like the mag- 
niloquent declaration of the Cloud King to 
Romilda, " Thou canst not command what 
I cannot perform !" 

Under these circumstances I have ever 
found it best to order nothing, biit to call 
upon the landlord for an exact inventory 
of the contents of his larder and cellar. 

On subjecting Sigiior Griseldi to this test 
his eyes drooped, his brows became knit into 
a heavy frown, and he proceeded to think 
deeply and long over the multitudinous re- 
sources of his hotel. At last he began to 
soliloquise, "roast ducks," murmured he, 
" Moudania mutton, ortolans a la Helioga- 
bale! No, there are no ortolans to-day, 
nor beccafichi ; soupe au Hz ! No, there is 
no soup ! " 

" Never mind what there is not, my good 
friend ; it is sufficient to tell us what there 
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is f said I, impatiently ; the " ducks and the 
mutton will do very well." 

" Certainly, Signer/' answered the host 
with a deferential bow, but an expression 
of sadness, " your Excellency is the best 
judge. I always endeavour to entertain well 
the noble strangers who grace my poor 
house with their presence, but to-day, how 
unfortunate it is that you should have ar- 
rived to-day !** And Signer Griseldi wrung 
his hands despairingly, and looked the very 
picture of grief. 

" But what is the matter in your cuisine. 
Signer Griseldi ? '' said I : " Has anything 
happened to your chef or has the chimney 
caught fire?" 

" No, Signer, no ; it is not that," replied 
the poor landlord in a second burst of sokpow, 
and looking hopelessly inconsolable. 

I began to fancy that a death or some 
such grievous misfortune had occurred 
among the host's family, and that domestic 
affliction was overpowering him, and I re- 
gretted that we had chosen such an unlucky 
moment for our visit to the Princes' Islands. 

Just as I was sincerely pitying the poor 
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fellow, he uttered again, " Roast ducks ! mut- 
ton !'* Was his mind wandering, — were we 
on a rock, ever so many miles from Constan- 
tinople, with a population to whom we could 
not speak, and an insane landlord ? 

"Pray do not distress yourself," said I, 
" the ducks and the mutton, either or both, 
will do very well, indeed.'' 

"But, Signer," said the wretched inn- 
keeper ; " there are no ducks, there is no 
mutton. There was mutton yesterday, there 
were ducks last week. Oh, that your Excel- 
lency had but given me forty-eight hours of 
notice beforehand.'* 

By this time our situation began to grow 
alarming. It was anything but agreeable to 
arrive on a cool and lofty rock, whose saline 
and bracing atmosphere was alone enough 
to make anybody hungry, and to hold a 
compulsory fast at the bidding of a Maltese 
hdtelier. 

"Pray, Signor Griseldi," said I, "is it 
for the indulgence of a taste for practical 
jokes that you pretend to keep an inn, and 
have you never considered that it might be 
an unsafe jest to trifle in this manner with 
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the travellers whom you condemn to dine 
h la Barmecide ? " 

The host was evidently grossly ignorant of 
the " Arabian Nights." 

" It is not that I am venturing to jest 
with your Excellency/^ said he, in a subdued 
voice, "nor do I even know the name of 
the cuisine that you appear so much to dis- 
like. A ritalienne, k la Fran9aise, k la 
Turque, k TEspagnole, would I serve you 
up a succession of plats that it would make 
the dead hungry to look at, but, alas! we 
are not in Malta, my dear and happy coun- 
try, where one may have fish, flesh, and 
fowl, for a halfpenny a day : that is to say — '' 

" I understand. Signer Griseldi," said I : 
" a halfpenny a-day if you are a native, and 
one or two dollars if you are a stranger. 
But we are not in Malta now, so be good 
enough to let us know what you can give us, 
and to talk rather less about what you 
cannot." 

"There is bread. Signer, capital bread," 
answered the innkeeper ; " and there is fish ; 
yes, there is undoubtedly fish to be had, and 
partridges. A salmi of partridges ; yes, and 
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the mullets in a matelote ! Ah ! that would 
be the very thing." 

" Then let us have it, Signor Griseldi ; 
give us this dinner ; let us have it, I implore 
you, and tantalise us no longer," we both 
exclaimed in a breath. 

"Ah! there is the diflSculty,'* said the 
host ! ^^ I may find fish perhaps among some 
of the balukj^es on the beach, though they 
have caught but little lately, and bread and 
wine I have in the house, but as for the 
partridges — " 

" Why, where are the partridges ? " said I, 
impatiently. 

"On the mountains, Signor! but perhaps 
somebody may be able to shoot them in 
time,'' answered the landlord. 

" Really this is too bad," said I ; " give us 
what you have, if it be but a dry crust, but 
spare us this confounded enumeration of 
unattainable delicacies." 

Signor Griseldi bowed and withdrew, and 
in an hour a couple of small mullets, an 
omelette, and a basket of grapes made their 
appearance, flanked by a pitcher of Tenedos 
wine that reminded one of inferior raspberry 
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vinegar and aqua vitae mixed in equal propor- 
tions. My recriminations at last produced 
a bottle of old Cyprus, that looked as if it 
had not seen the light since the battle of 
Mohacs, and as for the excuses of the land- 
lord, no improvisatore of Naples was worthy 
to be compared with him. 

After what I may be pardoned for calling 
an apology for a dinner, we rambled about 
the island, which is enlivened here and there 
by very handsome villas and country-houses 
belonging to rich Turks and Greeks, who 
retire to their campagnes for a refuge against 
the sultry weather of summer, in preference 
to herding with the motley multitude of 
Turks, Rayahs, Franks, and Jews, who spend 
the dog-days in Thei-apia and the other vil- 
lages that line the banks of the Bosphorus. 

The evening breeze was deliciously cool on 
the summit of the heights, and there was a 
freshness in the air that contrasted with the 
oven-like atmosphere of the distant city, 
whose lamps shone far away over the placid 
waters, and whose roar was borne to our ears, 
with a low, dull sound like the hum of bees. 

In the stillness of the night every uoise. 
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however slight, could be distinctly heard ; the 
muttering conversation of the fishermen who 
sat around their red watch-fires on the sand, 
the merry song and the music of the tinkling 
guitar which told that some band of cheerful 
mariners passed at the moment in their tiny 
shallop, or the swirling and murmuring of 
the water around the bows and keel of some 
larger ship that skirted the rocky shore, the 
sound of the bell, the monotonous voices of 
the watchj the howl of a dog on board. 

Without ceasing to be almost transpa- 
rently clear, the sky grew dark blue, then 
purple, then black. The stars came out, not 
twinkling, the Eastern planets are by far too 
grave and majestic to twinkle, but shining 
bright and solemn, like so many mountains 
of light glittering on the turban of a Sultan. 

Night brooded on the bosom of the gen- 
tle sea, and the tall masts and dark hulls of 
the sailing ships loomed like giant spectres 
through the shadowy air, and the white sails 
gleamed wanly like the cerements of death 
in the gathering mist. The lamps grew few 
and dim that marked the site of the great 
city, the hum of busy thousands ceased to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



182 RABfBLE ABOUT THE itSLAND. 

echo through the distance, the myriad hopes 
and cares of Stamboul slept, and the fires 
smouldered and waxed low upon the deserted 
beach of the Princes' Islands. 

We returned to the inn, determined to 
take a boat to-morrow, be it a caique or a 
kirlangist, the Lord Mayor's barge, or a 
washing-tub, and hurry on to Brousa without 
a second time trusting to the slender re- 
sources of the polite Signer Griseldi, whose 
courtesy reminded me of the often disputed 
proverb, " Fair words butter no parsnips " 
but then, to be sure, Signor Griseldi pos- 
sessed neither parsnips nor butter. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

DEPARTURE FROM THE PRINCES* ISLANDS. — ARRIVAL AT MOU- 
DANIA. — TURKISH TARTAR COURIER. — NO EQUALITY AMONG 

EASTERNS. A SURIDGEE. BROUSA, THE LYONS OP A8IA.-*- 

ITS PICTURESQUE SCENERY. — CHARACTER OF ARMENIANS OF 
BROUSA. — MOSQUES OF BROUSA. — SCENERY ON THE ROAD TO 
OLYMPUS. ASCENT OF MOUNT OLYMPUS. 

The next morning we hired a light boat and 
left the Princes' Islands, I think it but right 
to say that I have since heard that Signer 
Griseldi has abandoned the inn and returned 
to his native rock, while a landlord has suc- 
ceeded him who is far more capable of cater- 
ing for strangers and better versed in the 
Greek and Turkish languages. I hope, 
therefore, that no one will be deterred from 
visiting these lovely scenes by the terror 
which an involuntary fast not unreasonably 
inspires. 

The wind was favourable, and the voyage 
was not sufficiently protracted to become 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



184 TURKISH TARTAR COURIER. 

tedious. In a few hours we sprang upon 
the hard yellow sands and crackling shingle 
of the Asiatic beach. 

Entering Moudania we easily found the 
means of pursuing our journey to Brousa. 
In the long and irregular street several 
curiously attired groups were standing, a 
number of apathetic smokers, whose listless 
nonchalance rivalled that of opium-eaters, 
sat in front of the cafe^ and puflfed at their 
pipes as if the chief business of life consist- 
ed in perfnming the air with the fumes of 
Giflas tobacco. Ragged dervishes prowled 
about, chanting the praises of Mahomet in 
shrill tones, and begging of every one. 

In the middle of the street stood a most 
important personage, a Turkish Tartar be- 
longing to the Ottoman Porte, who was pre- 
paring to start on some errand of the Reis 
Eflfendi or Grand Vizier. A most conse- 
quential dignitary he looked, wearing, what 
with his unconscionable turban (round which 
were wound enough yards of fine India 
muslin to make a ball-dress for the most 
Juno-like beauty) his trousers, a caricature 
of the prodigal fashion of 1800, his boots of 
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russet leather and sheepskin, in which Hu- 
dibras might easily have stowed away his 
frugal provisions for a campaign, and his three 
gaudy pelisses, slashed and embroidered in 
the most gallant style, clothes enough to 
make a wardrobe for half-a-dozen moderate 
minded Turks. 

There he stood, full of good humour and 
self-love, jolly, stout, and oily of complexion, 
solemnly cracking his professional whip, 
long lashed and heavy handled, and aflFably 
abusing the inferiors who were getting ready 
two lean horses for the conveyance of him- 
self and his Suridgee ; and who endured his 
badinage and objurgations with the most ex- 
emplary patience and humility. A genuine 
Oriental, it appears, if he is not flattering a 
superior must of necessity amuse himself by 
cursing and vituperating a subordinate. 

There is no equality among Easterns, none 
even of that tacit respect which the most 
loftily placed in the West pay to those be- 
neath them in abstaining from remarks 
likely to wound their feelings. A child of 
the Morgenland seems to be by nature both 
a toady and a bully. 
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As for the Suridgee, if one thinks of the 
awful deference exhibited by the Clown to 
Widdicombe one has a good idea of the ser- 
vility with which that abject being bent 
before the mighty Tartar. There was the 
same cracking of the whip, half jocose and 
half peremptory, the same occasional ap- 
plication of the resounding lash, the same 
contortions and grotesque grimaces of the 
victim, but the dialogue was unenlivened 
by the brilliant repartees and ready wit of 
the wearer of motley, in which sportive 
encounter Widdicombe invariably has the 
worst of it, taking his revanche in the free 
use of his pliant instrument of punishment. 

The Suridgee did not attempt to banter 
the terrible Tartar. Possibly the poor fellow 
had never heard of such a thing as satire, 
but if he had, he doubtless despised it, as 
a thing pertaining unto starving jugglers, 
hungry dervishes, and beggarly fakeers. 

The stoutest and most respectable of men 
(and in the East, as in the good city of Lon- 
don, dulness and corpulence are worshipped) 
whom he had seen, such as postmasters, 
merchants, and seraffs, knew no more of wit 
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or sarcasm than of geography, and the Su- 
ridgee may have been ambitious, for aught I 
know. 

At all events he flattered the Tartar, and 
salaamed before him, and called him, my 
lord the Agha, and dubbed him Khan and 
Beyzada, and " fooled him to the top of his 
bent/' The great Tartar smiled approvingly 
on his humble courtier, and, drawing forth a 
huge leathern sack containing a prodigious 
quantity of silver coins, bestowed an infinit- 
esimal backsheesh upon the Suridgee, and 
made him happy to the amount of two pence, 
while he distributed monkey's allowance, in- 
which the kicks bore a most unfair propor- 
tion to the halfpence, among the ragged 
gossoons who were saddling the post-horses, 
and who seemed to regard this rough treat- 
ment as the most natural and reasonable 
usage in the world. 

Their smiling endurance of cuffs and im- 
precations as the reward of service reminded 
me of the story of the enthusiastic horse- 
dealer, who, when dying from the effects of 
the kick of a vicious horse which he was 
endeavouring to palm off as a beast " quiet 
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to ride and drive," murmured with his latest 
breath, " pretty critter ! all play, I assure 
you, genelmen, no vice ! playful as a 
lamb!" 

At last my lord the Tartar deigned majes- 
tically to hoist himself up to his deep saddle, 
and to sit there, grumbling and comfortable, 
among a number of sheepskins and capotes 
of fur, prepared for the purpose of braving 
the cold among the mountains of eternal 
snow that lie to the north and east. 

The last cup of coffee is drained, the last 
prayer offered up for the safe journey of the 
Tartar Agha and his fortunate and speedy 
return; the last fibres of Latakia are smoked, 
and the heavy pipe-stick falls with a re- 
sounding whack upon the shoulders of all 
the lounging myrmidons who are within 
reach of the great man's arm, and in the 
way of the free progress of his steed, the 
nimble Suridgee crouches like a monkey on 
his nag's neck — ^ha — hi — hee — Mohammed 
Allah Besoul ! 

Off they go, the crowd gabbling and 
cheering them as they start, even as the mob 
of Palos shouted when the caravels of the 
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great Admiral sailed from Spain for the 
trackless waters of the West. 

The Tartar being gone, the people of Mou- 
dania were at leisure to attend to our prepa- 
rations for departure. We were accordingly 
provided with horses and a Suridgee, and 
began to travel towards Brousa at the pace 
of a hackney-coach, as per Act of Parlia- 
ment. 

It is five hours of caravan travelling from 
Moudania to Brousa, and a tolerable road 
connects the two places. The trajet took us 
three hours to accomplish, and at length we 
found ourselves slipping and sliding about 
the roughly paved streets of Brousa. 

It was only by dint of bribery and persua- 
sion that the Suridgee could be induced to 
go faster than three or four miles an hour. 

In the East no one is ever in a hurry, ex- 
cept a Tartar, an Englishman, and a cabinet 
messenger. To an ordinary voyager it is a 
matter of total indifference how long the 
journey occupies. 

Brousa is the Lyons of Asi^ where vast 
quantities of silks are manufactured, and 
great numbers of persons find employment. 
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Few Europeans visit the town without buy- 
ing some of its productions, but having 
bought as much of the web of the Oriental 
silk-worm as you want, it is necessary to 
feign a patriotic preference for the calico of 
your own country (which the good folks of 
the East regard as excessively natural and 
praiseworthy) and to repulse inexorably the 
advances of the countless brokers, mostly 
Armenians, who persecute you with entrea- 
ties to purchase. 

The silk is not the only thing in Brousa 
worth looking at, except perhaps to a mem- 
ber of the Manchester School, or a political 
economist. It is seldom that a finer or more 
varied prospect greets the eye of the lover of 
picturesque scenery* On one hand is the 
Mysian Olympus, with its snowy cliffs and 
peaks as bright as if studded with diamonds, 
its green pastures and waving boughs, a 
woodland district at its foot, and a thousand 
trickling rills at its base, fed by the vast 
masses of snow above, that glimmer among 
the untrodden summits of the mountains 
and bask in the summer sun. 

On the outer side are fertile plains where 
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the olive, the figtree, the mulberry, and the 
vine flourish in tracts of land irrigated by a 
hundred tiny rivulets, green pastures whose 
short and succulent grass is browsed upon by 
numbers of sheep and kine, and in the hori- 
zon the blue sea spangled with white sails 
and canopied by a sky without a cloud. 

Several thousands of Armenians are 
coutited among the population of Brousa, 
most of them being actively engaged in the 
silk trade of the town, indeed wherever 
commerce is in the ascendant this plodding 
and persevering nation is to be found. The 
Armenians are the Quakers of the Orient. 
Patient, timorous and unwarlike, without a 
spark of the martial spirit of the Tartar 
tribes, or a touch of the romantic chivalry 
and poetry of the Arabian, they labour and 
chaffer, crouching low before their Mussul- 
man lords, and accepting a buffet or a besch- 
lik with equal humility. 

They never, like the Greeks, appear to 
think of a revolt against their infidel rulers; 
passive, servile, and money - getting, they 
creep on, leading the same life of keen bar- 
gaining and hoarding, and ever ready to do 
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anything, but fight, at the command of the 
Turk. They are the surgeons, the brokers, 
and the bankers of Asia. No doubt the 
courtier^ whose title the translator of the 
*' Arabian Nights '' too literally rendered 
into " courtier," was an Armenian bagman. 

The city of Brousa probably does not con- 
tain above thirty-five or forty thousand inha- 
bitants of the Mussulman persuasion, but 
there are mosques enough to contain ten 
times that number. Three hundred and 
sixty-five of these structures are reported to 
exist within the walls of the town, and some 
of them are very handsome. The baths also 
are said to be superb. Silk and Olympus 
are the two principal attractions of Brousa, 
and having inspected the one we began to 
think of visiting the other. 

Accordingly we hired horses and set off, 
accompanied by three mounted guides. Pass- 
ing through the rich woods of fruit-trees 
that border the town, we emerged into the 
open country, and rode up a gentle slope in 
the direction of Olympus. 

Above us were great lawns and Alpine 
pastures, where a thousand savoury herbs fed 
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the flocks of nimble mountaiQ sheep that 
skipped and bounded among the rocks like 
deer, and higher again were straggling groves 
of oak and pine, hill-sides covered with 
shrubs, and tracts of blooming heather, over 
which frowned craggy peaks and rugged ac- 
clivities, where the sheets of spotless and 
perpetual snow that crowned the heights 
made the eye ache with their cold glitter. 

Many streams, cradled among the glaciers 
that formed the crest of the famous moun- 
tain, rushed sparkling down from on high, 
leaping in fantastic cataracts from rock to 
rock, winding around stones and swaying to 
and fro the quivering trunks of the slender 
pine trees that sought to bar their passage, 
now felling in a thin thread of silver from 
the brow of a precipice, now thundering 
down in a full and brilliant cascade of tum- 
bling water, whose roar shook the toppling 
crags around, and whose spray filled the air 
as with a million fragments of powdered 
crystal. 

Beyond the pastures of the sheep roamed 
the hardy and sure-footed goats, cropping the 
scanty herbage that grew in clefts and cre- 

K 
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vices of the rocks, bounding incredible dis- 
tances in search of a tuft of flowery thyme or 
grass that grew in some steep and dangerous 
nook, or walking with steady brain and 
clinging foot, more like winged things than 
animals of earth, along ridges that seemed 
from below as fine and narrow as the de- 
licate thread of the spider ; while their guar- 
dians, as agile and bold as the herds under 
their care, might be seen perched on project- 
ing masses of rough stone, or seated at the 
foot of a dwarf oak, gazing curiously and 
wonderingly down upon the European in- 
vaders of their solitudes. 

And to complete the picture, high in air, 
poised on his broad and powerful wings, 
soared a mighty eagle, his dark plumage 
gilded by the sunbeams till every feather 
shone like the mail of a warrior, and his 
piercing eyes riveted upon the fleecy tenants 
of the lower Alp. To and fro waved the 
broad pinions, flapping like the shadowy 
banner of a viking, and suddenly down came 
the glorious bird with a tremendous swoop, 
and pounced with beak and talons upon a 
selected victim of the flock. 
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Then I saw the true use of the long gun 
which an Asiatic Corydon bears about with 
him instead of the old fashioned oaten pipe 
of pastoral Arcadia. A flash, a report, and 
a sharp cry, and the scared and baffled de- 
stroyer abandoned the sheep which he had 
clutched, and rising rapidly out of rifle 
range, wheeled round several times, uttering 
harsh screnms of rage and vexation, and then 
darted away in a straight line, and sailed 
over the crests of the hills till he was out of 
sight. 

Our horses were sure-footed and sturdy 
animals, and carried us as high up the moun- 
tain as could reasonably be required of them; 
but at last it became necessary to dismount 
and proceed on foot. Accordingly, leaving 
one of the guides in charge of the cavalry 
department, we began the toilsome task of 
ascending the Oljrmpus. 

The heat, however, was awful, and it ib 
one thing to climb mountains in Wales or 
Switzerland, and another to play the crags- 
man where the heated rocks actually blister 
your feet, and the burning dust involves you 
in a miniature sirocco at every puff of wind. 
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We ascended sufficiently to enjoy a noble 
prospect, but we abandoned, as hopeless, the 
attempt to reach the highest part of the 
peaks. As it was, we had a lively idea of 
the torments of Regulus when the Cartha- 
ginians exposed him to the sun. 

A goatherd, who was more inquisitive and 
loquacious than his fellpws, descended from 
a species of falcon's nest where he had con- 
structed a rude hut roofed in with branches 
of trees and fragments of broken shrubs as a 
defence against the sun, and conversed with 
us through the medium of the head guide, 
who spoke Italian fluently. The goatherd 
assured us that winter was the proper seafeon 
to choose for a visit to the mountain, when 
the wolves and bears descended in great 
numbers from their caverns among the inac- 
cessible fastnesses of the hills, and sought 
for prey at the very doors of the lowland 
farms. 

On these occasions magnificent sport was 
frequently to be found, according to our in- 
formant ; and the majestic beauty of the far- 
famed mountain was infinitely enhanced by 
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its torrents swollen with melting snow and 
terrific avalanches. 

Bestowing a small backsheesh on the goat- 
herd, we walked to the place where our 
horses awaited us, and in a short time found 
ourselves once more upon the level road of 
Brousa. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

DESTRUCTIVE FIRE IN BROUSA. — RETURN TO MOUDANIA. — ^SAIL 

rOR TOPHANA. — OUR EGYPTIAN CAPTAIN. HIS HORRIBLE 

TALES. 

About ten o'clock at night, as we were 
beginning to debate the expediency of going 
to bed, we were startled by a succession of 
piercing screams, accompanied by a dull 
booming soimd, the cause of which no con- 
jecture could explain. Then followed a loud 
shout, and the tramp of many hurrying feet, 
and the clamour of a hundred voices, while 
the deep roar grew more and more terribly 
distinct. Next a ruddy light fell upon the 
glass of the windows, and the hurry and 
tumult that reigned without grew more and 
more vehement and confused. 

A flood of blood-red lustre came pouring 
through the lattices, and we could no longer 
doubt the cause of the riot and uproar that 
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raged without; and immediately wrapping 
ourselves up in our rough capotes we sallied 
out to gaze upon one of the grandest and 
most fearful sights which the world can pro- 
duce, — a fire in a populous city. 

Almost all the houses in Brousa, as in- 
deed is the case in most Turkish towns, are 
constructed of timber; and not even the 
frightful losses of life and property incurred 
by the inhabitants in these frequent and 
general conflagrations, can induce them to 
build their habitations of firmer and more 
enduring materials. 

When we emerged into the streets an 
entire quarter of the town was in flames, 
and the panic-stricken cries of the sufferers, 
blended with the shouts of the bands of 
pompiers, who with axes and iron hooks 
fixed at the end of long poles, ran through 
the narrow lanes and endeavoured to arrest 
the progress of the devouring element by 
pulling down the burning buildings, and tear- 
ing away such projecting masses of blazing 
woodwork as seemed to threaten destruction 
to the neighbouring edifices. 

The dry weather had tended much to as- 
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sist the flames in their fierce work, and the 
wind served to carry them with fatal swift- 
ness into the very heart of the town. Top- 
pling fabrics reeled and fell, covering the 
adjoining mansions with fiery fragments of 
timber; roofs gave way with a deafening 
crash and a shower of sparks ; tongues of 
flame sprang forth from windows and glow- 
ing crevices, and twining and twisting like 
serpents, crossed the narrow streets and set 
the opposite dwellings in a blaze. There 
was a bloody gleam upon the pavement, a 
lurid glare in the atmosphere, and a close 
and sultry heat that was more oppressive 
than that of the noon-day sun. 

Every object was clearly and distinctly 
visible in the vivid and unnatural light ; 
huge columns of fire rose up in places, crack- 
ling beams and vast masses of ignited timber 
dropped among the spectators in another, 
and still the fire advancing, stealing over 
roofs, creeping in at windows, and bursting 
through barriers of stout oak like an uncon- 
trollable giant breaking out of his useless 
prison. 

The whole population of Brousa had ga- 
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thered in the streets, and the greatest exer- 
tions were made to avert the threatened 
fate of the city. Walls were torn down, 
rafters rent away, huts levelled with the 
earth, and water flung unsparingly upon the 
mighty fire that roared and fought as if the 
pompiers had thrown oil upon it instead. 

Most of the inhabitants of the quarter in 
which the fearful scourge reigned had re- 
ceived timely warning, and had hurried out 
into the market-place and lanes, bearing 
their more valuable effects with them. 

But this, unhappily, was not the invariable 
rule, and there were two or three houses be- 
sieged vainly by the hardy pompiersy and 
whose miserable inmates might be seen at 
the windows amid wreaths of rolling smoke, 
shrieking fruitlessly for aid, and clinging to 
the heated and dropping lattices, while the 
fire spouted forth in very fountains from the 
doors and basement story, and the boldest 
shrank back from the fury of the flames 
which rendered planting a ladder actually 
impracticable. 

The lower part of every house became a 
gulf, the portals a furnace of raging fire, and 
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the rooft one after another fell thundering 
in, till where a stately mansion had stood, 
there was but to be seen a pyramid of waver- 
ing flame. 

Still the fell element advanced, raging 
and devouring all that lay in its way, and 
several mosques and silk manufactories 
gleamed brilliantly forth in the dark night, 
and fell in ruin, hurling huge masses of ma- 
sonry and half- consumed beams into the 
streets, and shaking the nearest houses with 
the thunder of their fall. 

Suddenly the wind changed ; and a great 
cry of rejoicing was set up by the pale and 
terror-stricken inhabitants of Brpusa, as the 
fire rolled back upon itself, and the danger 
ceased. Next morning the charred wood-work 
and blackened and smouldering ruins left 
awful traces of the work of the conflagration. 

We left Brousa at ten o'clock, and at two 
reached Moudania,^ having found it impos- 
sible to urge the half-starved brutes which 
we had been furnished with by a kind of 
vetturino into any more lively pace than a 
Parliamentary trot, which, however safe and 
convenient it may be deemed by very old 
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gentlemen, heavy timid riders, and farmers* 
wives carrying their eggs and butter to mar- 
ket, is not exactly well-calculated to carry a 
traveller to his journey's end with anything 
like expedition. 

We were not disposed to wait for the sail- 
ing of the Austrian steamer, and in conse- 
quence took an interpreter and went down 
to the sands to look out for a caique that 
could be hired to carry us to Constantinople. 

Unhappily the caiques were all gone, and 
the only craft remaining behind was a clumsy 
and heavy fishing-boat, with a mast like a 
walking-stick, a yard like the spire of Stras- 
burg Cathedral, and a sail like the main-sail 
of a schooner. 

After a great deal of debating and ar- 
guing, a bargain was struck, and the capitan 
or Reis of the bark agreed to deliver us safe 
and sound at the quay of Tophana, on con- 
dition of our paying him a hundred and 
thirty piastres, and allowing him to fish by 
the way. 

The craft was launched with great diffi- 
culty by about forty energetic ragamuffins, 
and we were carried through the surf and 
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placed in the boat by several active Greeks, 
whose shouting made the shores ring as they 
triumphantly pushed off the vessel into deep 
water. 

The crew consisted of eight mariners, who 
hoisted with considerable exertion and much 
vociferation the immense sail, and flung 
about heavy bags of ballast without the 
smallest respect for each other's toes. 

The captain was a strange-looking fellow, 
an Egyptian, swarthy and one-^yed, but who 
seemed to have a double share of teeth to 
compensate for the loss of his visual optics. 
An ugly scax crossed his cheek, and another 
was partly visible upon his right temple, 
though nearly hidden by his red skull-cap. 
Though a sinister -looking, he was a very 
intelligent and civil personage, and as an 
Egyptian is usually a much more skilful lin- 
guist than a Turk, he spoke a kind of Lingua 
Franca that a good guesser could make out 
without much trouble. In fact his conver- 
sation reminded me of a set of easy cha- 
rades, and his admirable acting elucidated 
his meaning a great deal better than his 
words. 
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He was cautious and reserved at first, al- 
though evidently naturally loquacious, and 
it was not until the vessel was out at sea, 
the nets and lines in full play, and the sailors 
hauling in quantities of dorades, struggling 
mullets, and delicate smelts and lampreys, 
that his tongue was loosed from the bondage 
which suspicion had imposed upon it. 

He told us a number of stories respecting 
the pirates of the Archipelago, and the coasts 
of Syria and Caramania, of the Egyptian 
picaroons, the Moorish corsairs, and other 
light-heeled and light-fingered gentlemen, 
while the shores of Barbary and Palestine 
appeared as familiar to him as the beach of 
Moudania, or the landing place of Unkiar 
Skelessi. 

At first he contended himself with speak- 
ing vaguely and distantly of the rovers, as if 
it were only by report that he knew of their 
dark doings, but by degrees he warmed into 
a sort of rude enthusiasm, and detailed his- 
tories that it would have been diflScult for 
any one but an associate and an intimate ac^ 
quaintance of the pirates to have furnished. 

Horrible tales they were for the most part, 
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of ships surprised by night when the watch 
were drowsy and all others were sleeping 
below; of scuttled vessels sinking slowly be- 
neath the black waves and in the pitchy 
darkness, and leaving for a moment a gulf as 
of a whirlpool yawning on the surface of 
the waters ; of captives, bound and helpless, 
slaughtered like sheep in the shambles; of 
victims hurled into the ocean, tied together 
in strings, and weighted with heavy cannon- 
balls to sink them the sooner, of prisoners 
sold at Cairo, or, worse still, bartered away 
into cruel and hopeless slavery among the 
savage tribes of Northern Africa. 

The narrator was good-natured and obli- 
ging, and as far as I could judge, honest. 
Yet he recounted these histories of blood 
and crime that demons might have revelled 
in, and seemed to consider them rather as 
feats of prowess and enterprise than deeds 
of guilt. 

When I taxed him vnth having been him- 
self a corsair, he grinned as if I had paid 
him a high compliment, and said, modestly, 
— " No, Signer, not exactly a pirate, but we 
understood each other ! " 
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By and by the unrivalled panorama of the 
great city became more and more distinctly 
visible, and the fishermen drew in their lines 
and nets, and lay idly in the boat, gazing 
upon the terraces and mosques, the funeral 
cypresses and dazzling minarets of high 
Stamboul. 

At last the prow of the boat struck gently 
against the tottering wooden pier of To- 
phana, and landing, we paid the sum agreed 
upon to the captain and friend of pirates, 
gave a backsheei^ to the crew, and, hiring an 
aruba, regained Mysseri's Hotel. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

MYSSERl's HOTEL. — EVERYTHING TURKISH EXCLUDED. — A 
LEBANON PANTHER INTRODUCED. — TABLE d'h6tE. — POLISHED 
COMPANY AT THE TABLE d'hOTE. AFTER-DINNER AMUSE- 
MENT. — ACKNOWLEDGED GOOD QUALITIES OP THE TURKS. — 
ECCENTRIC RUSSIAN COUNTESS. 

Mysseri' s Hotel is an excellent one, and 
the landlord rules it with a sway that savours 
of a paternal despotism. As absolute an Au- 
tocrat as the Czar himself, from his judg- 
ments there is no appeal. I used often to 
compare Mysseri to the German host of the 
Gasthaus in *'Anne of Geierstein/' who made 
his guests eat, drink, and sleep by word of 
command. 

The Hotel is like one of the best inns in 
Italy, with its large airy saUe and handsome 
public drawing-room ; the cuisine was fault- 
less too, I remember, while everything 
Turkish was as carefully excluded from the 
building as the plague could have been. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYTHING TURKISH EXCLUDED. 209 

There is an Englishman residing habi- 
tually at Constantinople, whose affection for 
the Turks is so great that he has adopted 
their dress and customs, is waited upon by 
Turkish attendants, associates almost exclu- 
sively with Mussulman friends, and speaks 
the Turkish language to perfection. 

One day while we were there, Mr. A 

arrived with his Moslem pipe-bearer and 
other servants, and expressed a wish to take 
up his quarters in the hotel. He was re- 
buffed like a casual pauper from a work- 
house gate, the fiat being that no one in the 
Turkish garb should be admitted. In con- 
sequence, Mr. A , or Daoud Bey, as he 

calls himself, was obliged to seek a more 
accommodating landlord than the inexorable 
Mysseri. 

Poor Mr. A j unhappy Daoud Bey! 

it was an affecting picture to see him plead- 
ing vainly at the door of the inn in his 
huge shulwars of crimson silk, and his 
superb shawls, a male Peri at the gates of 
Paradise. 

A lady and gentleman, newly arrived from 
Syria with several servants and a great deal 
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of luggage, actoallj succeeded in effecting 
an entrance, and had rooms assigned to them 
in the same corridor in which our chambers 
vere, when to everybody's horror a large 
sea-chest was opened, and out jumped a 
three parts grown black panther from the 
Lebanon, 'mth beautiful white teeth and 
claws de la premiere force. 

It was very tame, its owners said ; it slept 
in their bed-room, and had a servant spe- 
cially appointed to take care of it. What a 
commotion there was in the hotel 1 The pos- 
sessors of the panther had the choice of 
locking up their formidable favourite in an 
outhouse, or of quitting the hotel. They 
preferred the latter alternative, and carried 
their dangerous pet to the Hotel de PEurope. 

The tabk d'hote^ at half-past six, was a 
very good one, and well attended, for the 
most immutable law of the inn was that 
every one should dine in public. Mysseri 
was fond of saying that he would not even 
make an exception in favour of Queen Vic- 
toria herself: I do not suppose Her Majesty 
is ever likely to be requested to obey the 
rule ; but it is certain that I, on account 
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of my fever, was the first who ever had the 
privilege of dining where I pleased. 

I have always observed that the English 
company to be met with at a tabk (ThSte 
abroad always improves in proportion to the 
distance from the white cliffs of Albion. 
Thus, in Italy one meets with a much more 
well-bred class of travellers at the public 
tables than in the north of France and Bel- 
gium ; and there is as much difference be- 
tween the voyagers of the Mediterranean 
and the motley multitude that float in the 
steam-arks on the Rhine, as between Bel- 
gravia and Bucklersbury. This is still more 
the case in the East i one meets there very 
few pilgrims who are not well educated and 
accomplished, while the OipoUoif who swarm 
in such clusters on the asphalte trottoirs of 
Paris^ and load the Swiss lake packets, are 
rarely or never to be seen in the countries 
over which the crescent flag waves. 

It was agreeable enough then to dine at 
the table d'hote at Mysseri's, where among 
Hungarian magnates and Polish coun- 
tesses, dicores Austrian veterans with blue 
coats and grizzled moustaches^ and Italian 
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savanSf sat a large proportion of young Ox- 
ford men, improving the long vacation, and 
getting a hasty glimpse of the Parthenon and 
the Pyramids, while others were pulling con- 
vulsively on the river, dealing each other 
hard knocks with the gloves, or swilling 
beer like bargemen ; London men of fashion 
seeking a healthier and higher excitement 
in the wild desert and the bounding sea 
than the green tables and roulette balls of 
Baden and Spa could afford ; with here and 
there a stray clergjonan and plenty of 
ladies and gentlemen returning from Egypt 
and Syria. 

After dinner, when most of the company 
had gone away, a few Englishmen used 
generally to stay in the saUe and make their 
mussulman " mussaulchees " bring them their 
chibouques, narghiles, or kallioons, and I 
used now and then to linger there too and 
" talk adventures." There were men there 
who had been in every province of Asia 
Minor, in Persia, Syria, Egypt, Nubia, and 
Barbary. 

One in especial, an Oxford divine, had 
visited lake Tshad and some of the most 
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inhospitable districts of Northern Africa, 
and was preparing for another expedition. 
Another was about to take a house in the 
Turkish quarter, for the purpose of acquiring 
the language of the country. Three young 
university men were soliciting a firman to 
admit them to the mosque of Adrianople, and 
were anxiously inquiring the present state 
of the dangerous road over the Northern 
Maidan. 

Every one agreed in bearing testimony to 
the general honesty, good nature, and other 
virtues of the Turks. It was curious, how- 
ever, to hear of the numerous trickeries 
practised in the bazar. An experienced 
traveller recounted that after three days' 
search for a Tunisian tarboosh (the caps of 
Tunis are much esteemed for the beauty and 
softness of their felt, and the brightness of 
the dye), he had bought one which appeared 
to be genuine, but which faded after a few 
days, being a common fez of Constantinople, 
fresh stained, to equal the hue of the bril- 
liant red of Tunis. Thus traders cheat all 
over the world, and the wooden nutmegs of 
our honest Transatlantic brethren have their 
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parallel in the false tarbooshes of the Pay- 
nim. 

A little while before we left Constanti- 
nople, the dinner-table received a new orna- 
ment in the shape of a Russian countess, 
travelling in an independent maimer, as 
Russian ladies always do, and with a hus- 
band in Siberia, as Russian ladies always 
have. The countess was an old woman, 
vnth a wig, and twinkling little black eyes, 
shaped like a cat's, as Russian eyes com- 
monly are, outrageously rouged, dressed in 
the finest of silk gowns, loaded with gold 
chains, rings, and bracelets, and doubtless 
with plenty of roubles and diamonds in her 
jewel box. She travelled with a French 
secretary, an intendant, three lacqueys, and 
two Jemmes de clwmhre^ and a tire-woman, or 
mistress of the robes. 

She made her people mount guard on her 
rooms. Whenever you passed the coun- 
tess's apartments, late or early, a gigantic 
Russian flunkey, standing sentry there, 
would make you a clumsy reverence as you 
passed, and, from morning till night, the 
swarthy major-domo, dressed very like an 
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English bishop, sat or stood in the hall, 
always, as it seemed to me, holding a gold 
watch as big as a turnip in his hand, and 
saluting all comers with a grin and a bow. 

The great lady's luggage required, I am 
afraid to say how many porters to bring it 
up-stairs. A partial barricade was erected 
in all the passages, consisting of huge coflSn- 
like chests, painted red, blue, green, and 
yellow, in the most fantastic fashion, and 
after Chinese patterns, and the three miser- 
able waiting-women used to totter about the 
house for hours every day, bending under 
camel-loads of gowns, shawls, cloaks, and 
fine linen, more, you would think, than any 
female since Cleopatra's time could possibly 
require, and which mountains of clothes 
seemed to require to be daily shifted from 
wardrobe to wardrobe, and room to room, 
as if raiment, like Madeira^ improyed by a 
voyage. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



THE TURKISH LANGUAOB. ITS UTILITY IN TRAVELLING. — PRICE 

AND ADVANTAGE OF A FIRMAN. — VISIT TO, AND DESCRIPTION 
OF, THE SERAIL, — MOSQUE OF SANTA SOPHIA. — THE ATMAIDAN. 
THE ACHMEDIE. 



Wishing to learn Turkish we procured a 
teacher of that language, but as his French 
was very bad, and his ideas of grammar un- 
defined, after getting a smattering of the 
rudiments, we desisted from our studies. 
Still, I do not think that with a competent 
instructor, and plenty of good-will, without 
which it is very hard to learn a language 
after one is out of one's teens, I do not think 
Turkish would be by any means a diflScult 
language to acquire. Its grammar is amaz- 
ingly simple, its pronunciation nearly as 
easy as that of Italian, and its beauty, as 
well as its utility, to an Oriental traveller 
is beyond question. 
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Turkish is a far more universal and ser- 
viceable language than even Arabic. It is 
spoken throughout Turkey, from Bosnia to 
Kurdestan, in parts of Russia, in the Crimea, 
in Golden Tartary, Tibet, and many parts of 
Persia, and is also understood, as I have 
heard, by many of the Chinese nobility, who 
are descended from the Tartar stock. 

Turkish is the language of the court and 
divan of Egypt, and also of the Barbary 
powers. 

A traveller would find the pleasure of his 
pilgrimage much enhanced if he were able 
to communicate freely with the gentle and 
courteous race among whom he wanders; 
he would be more respected and more 
-welcome, under the black tents of the Tur- 
coman and the Eelyaut, as well as under 
the gilded roof of the Pasha and the Bey, 
if he could address his hosts in the simple 
and graceful tongue of their Tartar ances- 
tors, instead of having his sentiments dis- 
torted, and his information perverted by an 
ignorant and conceited dragoman. 

What a difference in comfort and temper 
one observes everywhere— in Germany, in 
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France, in Italy — between the tourist who 
speaks and comprehends the language of 
the country, and the old-fiushioned John 
Bull who understands nothing but English, 
and who, in consequence, is always in hot 
water, grumbling, quarreling, and blunder- 
ing, alternately a laughing-stock and a 
torment to the luckless companions of his 
journey. 

It is true that in the East a little bad 
French and Italian will carry you through 
the strange lands you have to traverse, but 
then you are of necessity helpless and hood- 
winked in your interpreter's hands, who can 
cheat and mislead you at pleasure, yon 
pay double price for everything, you can 
find out nothing for yourself, ga nowhere, 
and do nothing but what the dragcuExtan 
chooses. 

A little knowledge of Turkish and Arabic 
will render you almost independent, and the 
last barrier be removed to a good under- 
standing between the inhabitants of the 
East and the children of the West. 

The weather began to grow a little cooler 
shortly after the feast of the Bairam, and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VISIT TO THE SERAIL. 219 

Ramazan being over, and the restriction 
about opening the mosques to infidels re- 
moved, finnans were solicited by the numer- 
ous European visitors in Stamboul. A fir- 
man is an expensive passport, costing from 
thirty to fifty or sixty pounds, but it has the 
advantage of admitting any number of per- 
sons to the Serail and the temples of the 
national religion. When the doors are 
opened in obedience to the commands of 
government, anybody may enter. 

The interpreters at Mysseri's Hotel pur- 
chased a firman as a matter of speculation, 
and almost every inmate of the hostelry 
took a ticket for the show. We started at 
an early hour in the morning, taking caiques, 
and crossing to the Seraglio point from To- 
phana. The gardens of the palace did not 
occupy us long, though they looked very 
fresh and brilliant, with their emerald lawns 
and trim terraces, and the superb flowers 
blooming in the mild radiance of early 
morning. 

On entering the Serail itself, we were not, 
as formerly, obliged to take off our boots 
and walk in humbly and unshod. We were 
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only obliged to put on great slippers over 
our shoes, and to shuffle thus up stairs, and 
down corridors. 

The hall of reception for ambassadors, 
and the other apartments of state, were not 
particularly interesting, and were very like 
what you may see any day in the Grand 
Ducal Palace at Florence, They were deco- 
rated with pictures and portraits of different 
sovereigns, presented by their representatives 
at the Sublime Porte, and hung up publicly 
by the Sultan in the most unorthodox and 
irreligious manner, since pictures are tabooed 
by his creed. There were models of ships, 
too, like those in the Painted Hall at Green- 
wich, and a collection of splendidly mounted 
arms, among which there were some yata- 
ghans and falchions with gemmed hilts and 
sheaths of velvet encrusted with jewels and 
embroidered in seed-pearls that were per- 
fectly dazzling. 

The Sultan's bath-room, of the purest and 

most transparent white marble, was as pretty 

and tasteful as any ancient Hummums in 

Athens or Pompeii, and the alabaster bath 

. of the Harem was almost equally elegant. 
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We were allowed to enter the forbidden 
precincts freely enough ; the moonfaced 
houris and the Padishah were away and 
dwelling in another palace. 

The drawing-room of the Oda looked more 
like the schoolroom of an antiquated board- 
ing-school than anything else. It was a 
large low chamber, gloomy and sad looking, 
with a grille of wooden bars across the lat- 
tice, and a broad semicircular seat, rich with 
dingy gilding, beneath the huge bay-window. 
It was evidently the throne of the Sultanas 
and favourites. 

What Machiavellian schemes, what dark 
plots involving peace and war, the shock of 
armies and crash of empires, the disgrace of 
Viziers and Princes, have been spun in that 
dusky parlour. How many fair forms have 
occupied that gilded seat that the sack was 
gaping for all the while ; and that, after a 
brief reign of triumph and power and grati- 
fied vanity, have been flung like lumps of 
tangled seaweed into the blue waters that 
roll beneath the barred lattice, and where 
the fish swim up and down in shoals, or 
sportively leap up from the glassy surface. 
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that gleams and sparkles with the reflexion 
of their silvery armour. 

I looked down at the bare boards of the 
floor for some deep red stains, some marks 
of blood spilt by the poniard of a jealous 
Odalisque, or shed by the executioner's sabre, 
but it appears that the planks of the Harem 
are less tenacious than those of Holyrood, 
and the room which has witnessed many 
a dark and untold tragedy, looks as quiet 
and innocent a room as if its ceiling had 
never rung to the piercing shrieks of ago- 
nized female voices, nor to any sound more 
terrible and wicked than the twang of a 
ghittem, and the laughter, giggling, and 
babble of a troop of merry and ignorant 
girls. 

From the harem we went into a pretty 
little salon with a fountain in it, a bijou^ all 
white dazzling Ionian marble, and soft Per- 
sian matting. Here the Sultan gives au- 
dience to great dignitaries sometimes, and 
here stood a large and splendid throne, 
covered with cloth of gold, and excessively 
imposing. 

Being rather tired with wandering "up 
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stairs, and down stairs/' and in the chambers 
of the moonfaced ones, Emily and I unsus- 
pectingly sat down on this chair, thinking 
it no more pro&nation than to sit on an ordi- 
nary sofa. We were not remarked for some 
moments, but when we were you should have 
seen the anguish and dismay of the Turkish 
oflScers and cavasses who were showing us 
over their imperial master's palace. They 
set up a howl of horror; the dragomans 
rushed up, imploring us for heaven's sake to 
get up directly, and when we had complied, 
the chief cavass made a species of harangue, 
illustrated with the most animated gestures ; 
which was interpreted to us, though its pur- 
port, with the aid of the orator's matchless 
pantomime, would have been intelligible in 
any language. 

He declared that if a Moslem had seated 
himself on the Sultan's throne the bowstring 
or an unheard-of bastinado would, as soon as 
it was known by the authorities, have been the 
mildest punishment inflicted on the offender, 
and the officers who had not interfered in 
time to prevent the horrible desecration, 
but for a Ghiaour to usurp the Padishah's 
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seat, and a Ghiaour woman above all ! Words 
are too feeble to describe the tone in which 
the last part of the discourse were spoken ; 
the voice in which the beadle of a fashion- 
able London church warns off a child vile 
enough to be dressed in rags and sinful 
enough to want to enter a place of worship 
and pray thus attired, is the only fitting 
parallel. Anger, wonder, fear, contempt, 
and indignation, could go no farther. 

But, the loyal consternation of the atten- 
dants having been calmed by soothing words 
and silver beschliks, we went on tranquilly 
with our inspection. The kitchens are large 
and splendid, and the staff of officers of the 
mouth, as our Gallic neighbours call them, 
is said to be very numerous. They were 
away when we visited the Serail, however, 
as well as those whom it was their duty 
to feed. 

I bought a curious silver sheath contain- 
ing two little knives with ivory handles, 
which had belonged to some defunct cook of 
the vieilk roche, and which yet retained the 
long silver chain by which it had dangled 
from the girdle of the Mahometan Soyer. 
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The stables were not very interesting. The 
stud of animals, mostly white or grey, proved 
of a very inferior description, and certainly 
any ordinary French post-house boasts of as 
good cattle as his Highness's stable. 

We went to look at the old treasury; 
which was much more like what one reads 
in story-books of Asiatic magnificence. 
There were no piles of gold ingots and sil- 
ver bars, no bins full of glistening heaps of 
yellow and white coins, ladled out without 
counting in wooden shovels when required, 
such as they say may yet be seen in the 
dusky palaces of Barbary, but the pillars 
that support the low roof are reported to 
be of solid silver, and they are thickly en- 
crusted with a coating of precious stones. 
Pearis, emeralds, turquoises and rubies flash 
from every one of the ancient columns, and 
yet the cavasses who show this mine of 
wealth never appear to contemplate the pos- 
sibility of any one's feloniously abstracting a 
diamond, or pocketing a smaragd. 

There was none of the anxiety and sus- 
picion manifested which, according to Juve- 
nal, the domestics of his day exhibited when 

L 6 
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a jewelled goblet was set before a guest at 
a banquet. The guards simply showed us 
these pretty things, gave us time to admire, 
to wonder, to be incredulous if we pleased 
about the water of the gems, and then led 
us to another part of the exhibition. What 
an opportunity was lost by Colonel Blood, 
owing to the non-existence of steam-packets 
and guide books in the time of the Merry 
Monarch ! 

Having given the cavasses their back- 
sheesh and left the palace, we went to the 
Mosque of Santa Sophia, and the doors 
being opened by the magic virtue of the 
firman, entered en masse into the vast ex- 
cathedral. The effect of the immense tem- 
ple was very fine, and much grander from 
the fact of its not being disfigured with long 
rows of chairs as in a Continental church, nor 
filled up with lumbering pews as in our own 
cathedrals, and the pure white Persian mat- 
ting that covered the floor was only studded 
here and there with kneeling worshippers. 
There was the high pulpit bedecked with 
banners, where the Sultan sits in state on 
Fridays; there was the covered gallery, 
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where the Odalisques pray, invisible to the 
throng below, and the pulpit of the Imaum 
and the altar were beyond. 

We had put on our slippers before enter- 
ing the mosque, and as we roamed about, 
half scared by the solemn silence, gazing at 
the gifts and trophies which the piety of the 
rulers of distant provinces has hung upon 
the walls and columns, our feet made no 
more noise upon the soft matting than the 
gentle wind that stole in at the open door, 
and waved the dusty standards slowly to and 
fro as they swung in the ghostly aisles. 

Everything that met the eye reminded 
one that the huge mosque in which we were 
timidly standing with that sort of hesitation 
that always comes over us when we are in a 
place on suflferance, had once been a church 
dedicated to the Faith of the Cross. The 
whitewash, rudely daubed on the lofty roof 
and high walls, but imperfectly hid the rich 
golden mosaic that had once sparkled and 
glowed in the yellow sunbeams as they 
poured with mellowed and chastened lustre 
upon the now desecrated fane. There were 
the niches where the pictures of saints and 
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martyrs had formerly been placed, and from 
every part of the vaulted dome the Virgin 
and Child, inwrought in the gorgeous crust- 
ing of the wall, and but partially obliterated 
by whitewash, might plainly be seen. 

There was the place where the High Altar 
had stood with its golden chalices and broad 
salvers, in which the gleaming metal was 
less costly and the jewels were less pre- 
cious than the matchless taste and skill 
with which the Byzantine art had adorned 
them. 

Round it were grouped the kneeling 
masses of peaceful Christians who prayed 
despairingly for aid and succour, while the 
vast cathedral trembled to the awful roar 
of the Ottoman artillery, and the fierce war- 
cry and shouts of triumph that announced 
the victory of the Turks drowned the shrieks 
of the shuddering women who clustered in 
blind terror and anguish within the walls of 
St. Sophia, huddled together like a flock of 
defenceless sheep when the howling of the 
wolves is heard among the snow-wreaths. 

Fancy the awful scene which Constantino- 
ple must have presented when the bulwarks 
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were pierced and broken, the Emperor slain, 
the Greek troops dispersed and scattered, 
and when through the breaches and over the 
shattered walls the furious deluge of Turks, 
maddened by the contest and drunk with 
slaughter and triumph, poured into the town 
like an inundation in Friesland when the 
dykes give way. 

Fancy the muffled peal of the bells, the 
discordant clamour of groans, screams, and 
shouts of battle and exultation blended in 
one hellish chorus and rising up together to 
the pure azure heaven, in company with the 
dark smoke and forked tongues of flame 
from the crackling roofs of burning houses, 
the bellowing of the guns, whose fire had 
scarcely slackened, the crash of falling ma- 
sonry. How fearfully distinct, growing 
nearer and nearer every instant, and ad- 
vancing with terrible rapidity, these boding 
sounds must have been to the wretched 
beings cowering in the giant cathedral, and 
when at last the stout portals yielded to the 
hammers and battle-axes of the impatient 
Paynims, and Sultan Mahomet, mounted on 
his great white war-horse, and wielding a 
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pouderous iron mace all clotted and smeared 
with blood, rode in like an avenging angel, 
towering high above the suppliant crowd, 
who joined in a vain cry for pity and pro- 
tection, while through the doors streamed 
green standards and shone reeking scimitars, 
as the bloodthirsty soldiers of the Paynim 
Prince followed like wolves upon the tiger's 
track. 

You may see the dark stone still on 
which the conqueror sprang from the saddle, 
after spurring his trampling charger up to 
the high altar, and turning a stem look 
upon the multitude of Christian victims, 
waved his mace, and cried in a voice of 
thunder, " Allah il Allah ! there is but one 
God, and Mahomet is his Prophet V* Swords 
and axes flashed in the air, and the vast 
dome echoed back the shouts of " Allah !" 
together with the screams of the Nazarenes 
as the work of butchery went on. 

Where the massacre took place, we were 
allowed to walk about undisturbed, belea- 
guered only by a swarm of little infidel 
boys, with shabby red tarbooshes and great 
black eyes, who offered for sale bits of 
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the mosaic picked up about the mosque, 
and murmuring yirma para^ in low and 
musical tones. 

The great charm of a mosque is that 
there is nothing to jar with the feelings 
or shock the religious sentiments of the 
beholders, no tawdry images and pictures, 
no sham relics, but the most perfect sim- 
plicity and absence of idolatrous emblems. 
The temple may be the resort of the be- 
lievers in a ftilse prophet, but the Deity, 
and the Deity alone, is worshipped there. 
There is no God but Allah ! says the Moslem, 
and, indeed, hatred to idolatry and poly- 
theism are the leading principles of his 
creed, coupled with a devout and sincere 
adoration of the One God. 

After roaming about the body of the 
mosque of Santa Sophia, after ascending many 
stairs, penetrating into many crypts, and 
winding around the long galleries, we felt 
more struck by the vastness of the building 
than its beauty. 

The cupola has a heavy look, and the 
mosque seems to me to have been built at 
a most unfortunate period, too early and 
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too late. It wants the airy grace and light- 
ness of the semi-ethereal Parthenon, and is 
equally remote from the elegant and cobweb 
tracery and wealth of pinnacles and turrets 
that many gothic cathedrals boast. 

The clumsy and ponderous style of its 
Titanic architecture has, however, served 
to resist decay, and many buildings have 
crumbled into ruin that at one time seemed 
equally strong, and more fair and stately, 
while the huge mass of Santa Sophia defies 
the tooth of time. 

From the d-devant cathedral we proceeded 
to survey the Atmeidan, where Sultan Ma^ 
homet II. collected and reunited the strag- 
glers of his tumultuous array, and we tried 
to see the Sacred Green Standard of the 
Prophet, but were informed that this pre- 
cious relic was kept carefully from the pro- 
fane eyes of Ghiaours. 

We then visited the Achmedje, or mosque 
of Sultan Achmet. This famous mosque is 
of a lighter and more tasteful order of archi- 
tecture than its model and rival, the colossal 
Santa Sophia. But elegant as it is, it wants 
the associations which cling around its pro- 
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totype, and the historical recollections inse- 
parably attached to it. Yet the six mina- 
retted Achmedje has many rich and rare 
things to attract the eye and captivate the 
imagination. Its enormous and glittering 
candelabra ; its pulpit of hewn stone, which 
may vie with the wooden one of St. Gudule 
at Brussels; the golden crown and crescent 
suspended above it; the Abyssinian lamps 
all blazing with emeralds and swinging by 
golden chains from the roof; the superb 
Korans, whose gem-studded and enamelled 
covers surpass the binding of any mediaeval 
missal ; the rosaries of unclouded amber, the 
precious woods of the Spice Islands and 
of Yemen, the screens and cushions on 
which gold-thread and toil have been lavish- 
ed with astounding prodigality, dazzle your 
eyes as you walk about, gazing and won- 
dering. 

Great ostrich eggs are hung from the 
roof (reminding one of Aladdin's request to 
the geni, in compliance with the advice of 
the treacherous magician, to suspend the 
egg of a roc from the dome of his palace), 
as well as flowers and other things. 
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In the galleries, and among the columns, 
several dervishes and pilgrims were sleep- 
ing, apparently overcome by fatigue. Per- 
haps they had come to the mosque to give 
thanks for a safe return from a Hadji to 
Mecca. 

A good many people were sitting on their 
heels on the white matting in the middle of 
the mosque, and listening with laudable 
gravity and attention to a fervent preacher, 
who was regaling them with a vehement and 
apparently somewhat incoherent harangue, 
at every pause in which the audience nodded 
their heads affirmatively. 

Before we had been five minutes in the 
mosque the sermon ended, and the congre- 
gation rose up, picked up their slippers, 
and dispersed. Some of them clustered 
round us and treated us to very black looks 
indeed, and one fellow in particular, stand- 
ing before us in his dirty white stockings, 
with a red papoosh in each hand, scowled 
and muttered in evident indignation at our 
daring to enter the mosque. 

The dragomans grew alarmed and hurried 
us round the Achmedje, and out of the door 
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as soon as might be, and leaving the sulky 
Paynims to abuse our grandfathers to their 
hearts' content, and wonder at our im- 
pudence in entering a temple of the Faithful, 
we took caiques at the Seraglio point, and 
went home to dinner. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

ITALIAN EQUESTRIAN ACTORS. — EXHIBITION OF "mAZEPPA." — 
ITS EFFECT ON THE AUDIENCE. 

A TROOP of equestrian actors from Italy 
had wandered to Stamboul, and some Agha 
with a string of unpronounceable names, 
had kindly lent them a piece of ground 
whereon they constructed a temporary circus. 

We went one evening to see the perform- 
ances : the house, or rather the booth, was 
full of Turkish officers in uniform, with 
their swarthy patient faces, their dark crim- 
son caps bedecked with crescents, their 
curved sabres hilted with transparent rhi- 
noceros horn brought from Nubia or Dar- 
four, and the breasts of their blue frocks 
covered with brass bandoliers containing 
cartridges. 

There they were, tranquilly pleased and 
phlegmatically astonished, watching the feats 
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of the supple Neapolitans as they threw 
summersets dexterously, or bounded through 
paper-covered hoops and alighted again on 
the broad back of the well-trained steed, 
and following with open mouth and staring 
eyes the bold and graceful Signora Tanza- 
rina, and the intrepid and agile Mademoi- 
selle de Sauterelle, late of Franconi's, as 
they galloped round the ring, leaping over 
extended scarfs, springing through circles 
blazing with lamps, and throwing them- 
selves into attitudes of classical grace and 
abandon. 

" Mazeppa" formed part of the exhibition, 
and it was curious to see the interest which 
the Turks took in it. The marching in and 
out of the Polish guards, in tunics of red 
cotton velvet, and high caps, aflforded them 
evident pleasure; they were quite agitated 
when Mazeppa was tied on the wild horse of 
the Ukraine, and that furious animal started 
in obedience to the cracking of Widdi- 
combe's whip, and tore madly round the 
ring at the rate of nearly ten miles an hour, 
kicking the sawdust in a blinding shower 
into the eyes of the spectators on the lower 
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tier, and slackeniDg his pace regularly once 
in each three rounds. 

And then, when the awful flight acrosd 
the pathless desert, and the killing pace, 
began to tell, and — 

« The drooping courser, bending low, 
All feebly foaming went," 

as the whip of the M. C. left off smacking, 
and, finally, fell carefully on the sawdust- 
cushioned arena, the excitement of the 
Turkish beholders was thrilling, and their 
pity for the actor and the automaton courser 
absurdly genuine. 

Then the wild horses of the Tartar steppe 
came pouring in with streaming tail and 
flowing mane, snorted, started as they had 
been taught to do, and pranced around their 
fallen companion, making a great commo- 
tion and trampling about, so as to scatter 
the sawdust in whirlwinds. A dozen nags 
make a great show in a place not very many 
fieet in diameter, and the Turks appeared 
exceedingly interested. And when the horse 
dies, the wild steeds gallop off to their stable 
and hayrack, the Cossacks, who are the 
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Polish guards again in huge black lamb's 
wool bonnets and mantles of sheep's-skin, 
enter and carry off Mazeppc^ the Moslem 
officers applauding vociferously. 

Even when the dead horse was induced to 
rise by shaking a sieve filled with barley at 
the side of the circus, and walked demurely 
out of the ring, they were not disenchanted ; 
and when the Cossacks, having for unintel- 
ligible -reasons, elected Mazeppa their het- 
man and chief, defeated the Polish guards ; 
that is to say, two individuals in red tunics 
and armed with partisans, the only defenders 
remaining to the Count Palatine^ their com- 
rades having turned Cossacks and followed 
the fortunes of Mazeppa^ and stormed the 
Palatine^ $ castle, but did not venture to bum 
it, on account of the combustible nature of 
the theatre ; the Turks clapped their hands 
exultingly, and looked as delighted as chil- 
dren at Astley's, or Brazilian negroes on the 
occasion of a holiday. 

There was one old Mahometan with a 
grey beard, and a turban that when unrolled 
would have made the mainsail of a pleasure- 
boat, an Osmanli of the vetlle^ who did not 
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partake in the raptures of his countrymen. 
He sat knitting his shaggy brows and pursing 
up his lips, and from the workings of his 
wrinkled face, was evidently thinking that 
Mazeppa was much in the wrong, the Palon 
tine a most injured man, and the poetical 
justice of thefindley shocking injustice : and, 
very likely, he was right. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

0RE0ARI0USNE8S OF TRADES AND BE00AR8. ENGLISH PICK. 

POCKETS. AMBASSADORS AT CONSTANTINOPLE. ADULTEI^^- 

TION OF COIN. — THE HOWLING DERVISHES OF SCUTARI. 

If the adage that " two of a trade can 
never agree" be a true one, what awful 
bickerings there must be perpetually taking 
place in Stamboul. You. will see there a 
street of onion-sellers, a street of shoemakers, 
a street of saddlers, a street of tailors. It 
is wonclerful how many dealers in one and 
the same kind of goods will congregate to- 
gether in the same darksome alley. 

It is the same with mendicants : in Con- 
stantinople they are gregarious. In some 
narrow streets in Galata I have seen as 
many as twenty Turkish women sitting in 
their yashmacks, green gowns, and yellow 
slippers, on successive flights of steps, utter- 
ing the most doleful whines whenever a 
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Frank appeared. I never saw a man beg in 
Turkey, except the Dervishes and Greeks; 
but the Mussulman females are perpetually 
. asking charity in the streets. 

On the whole, there is much less mendi- 
cancy, and far less vice, than in most Euro- 
pean cities. Pocket-picking is reported to 
be common, but I do not believe it. Eng- 
land is the chosen land for that distinguished 
art to be carried to perfection ; even Paris 
has a set of filotis very inferior to our un- 
rivalled Swell Mob ; and few other conti'- 
nental capitals know anything about the 
Artful Dodger and his wily and light-fingered 
compeers, except by the French translations 
of "Oliver Twist.'* 

The lonians and Maltese are nccused 
by the Greek dragomans of perpetrating 
hundreds of murders and robberies annually, 
and the ambassador was charged with un- 
justly protecting the malefactors as British, 
saving them from the Cadi and the Turkish 
police, and, after a brief detention, allowing 
them to depart unpunished. 

Not a stab is administered, not a piastre 
purloined, not a house set on fii^ in Stam- 
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boul, without the rascally Greek Rayahs, in 
Russian pay, attributing it to the poor 
lonians and Maltese, whose great crime 
seems to be that they are British subjects. 

The ambassadors and representatives of 
all countries at foreign courts, are usually 
selected as targets for the shafts of satire 
and ridicule, to be launched at by their be- 
loved compatriots ; and yet there is no place 
where the Elchi Beys, as the Turks call 
them, are so heartily and unscrupulously 
abused as at Constantinople. 

To judge from the gossip of the tables 
(Thdte and caf^Sy one would think that the 
European potentates were represented at 
Constantinople by a set of truculent despots, 
as unprincipled as the Duke of Otranto, as 
subtle as Machiavelli, and as bloody-minded 
as Caesar Borgia or Bluebeard. 

I heard that the Envoy of France had sent 
a guard of marines to break i^to a house, in- 
habited by a lady obnoxious on account of her 
political notions, and had put the fair offender 
in chains and sent her in a frigate to Toulon. 

I heard our own Ambassador accused of 
not only SQiieening from justice numbers of 
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atrocious criminals among the lonians and 
Maltese, but of kidnapping Englishmen, and 
sending them away ignominiously and in 
irons to Botany Bay, I believe. I am not 
quite sure whether it was Sir Stratford 
who was said to have had some unlucky 
Chartist fugitives and Irish refugees dyed 
black and sold as Negro slaves to the Cairo 
dealers, or whether it was the Austrian Elchi 
Bey who was affirmed to have treated some 
Magyar runaways in this unceremonious 
fashion. 

As for the Plenipotentiary of Russia, and 
the tales that are told about him, you would 
fancy that estafettes full of Poles ran night 
and day between Stamboul and Tobolsk, 
and that every boat on the Euxine was filled 
with groaning victims en route for Siberia. 

Meanwhile, the Ottoman government pur- 
sues the even tenor of its way ; and even the 
Rayahs, cordially as they hate the Turks, can 
find nothing to accuse the Viziers and Pa- 
dishah o^ except clipping and adulterating 
the coin of the realm, and deluging the 
market with shabby bank-notes of blue 
paper marked with stars and queer Arabic 
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flourishes. Austria is bankrupt enough, but 
I think Turkey may dispute the palm of 
shabbiness, as &r as money is concerned. 
The gold ghazi is never seen, the sequin is 
very rare, the beschliks or five piastre pieces, 
and the Muscovite roubles, are the most 
valuable coins one meets with; jrirmiparas, 
or half-piastre pieces, shabby little bits of 
greasy pewter or tin, and dubious looking 
notes, form the usual circulating medium. 

If you receive a large sum from a banker, 
it would take you half a life-time to count 
the flimsy pieces of worthless metal which 
the sacks contain ; and though a sovereign 
is nominally worth a hundred piastres, even 
the repeated firmans of the Sublime Porte 
can hardly keep the exchange down at a 
hundred and fifteen. 

No better illustration could be found of 
the present insolvent state of the battered 
old Ottoman monarchy than the fact that 
the piastre, which, when first issued, was a 
solid silver coin, equal to the Spanish dollar 
in weight and value, is now intrinsically not 
worth a penny, and only nominally equiva- 
lent to twopence. 
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One morniDg it was announced to us ' that 
a grand ceremony was to take place on the 
Asiatic side of the Bosphorus, at the con- 
vent of the Howling Dervishes, at Scutari, 
The good brothers of this vociferous order, 
it was said, were to master in great force in 
the refectory of their house, then and there 
to dance and yell, to bum themselves with 
red hoi irons, swallow boiling oil, stick pins 
into their fleish, and go through various 
equally agreeable performances. Everybody 
who was left in the iim was going; such an 
opportunity, as the auctioneers say, might 
never occur again, and so we went down to 
Tophana, embarked in a caique in Europe, 
were rowed rapidly across the straits, and 
sprang ashore in Asia. 

I never touched the sacred soil of that 
oldest of continents, where the Law was 
given and the Cross was reared, without a 
thrill of solemn pleasure. 

Scutari is a lazy, dreamy sort of place, 
more belonging to the dead than the living. 
Some dogs and little boys basking in the 
sun, a few porters smoking or eating grapes 
as they clustered in lounging groups about 
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the crazy pier, a pile or two of enormous 
golden melons and cool green cucumbers, a 
row of horses standing ready saddled for 
travellers wishing to ascend the mountain of 
Bulgurlu, a few sellers of red sherbet and 
sugar-plums, are all one usually sees on 
landing. 

We walked up the dusty street to the 
door of the convent of the dervishes. A 
good-natured, grinning little Nubian, in a 
blue gown, the gate-keeper of the monastery, 
welcomed us with a wonderful display of 
ivory teeth, and on my putting a jingling 
backsheesh into his black paw, ushered us 
in with a profound salaam. We found our- 
selves in a large chamber of a circular form, 
with a couple of galleries running round it, 
and a space enclosed in the middle of the 
room by a railing about three feet high, 
within which sat, in a circle, the fraternity 
of Howling Dervishes, their number being 
augmented on this occasion by several lay- 
brothers, among whom was an active-looking 
affiliiy a Turkish officer in full uniform. 

A very picturesque body they were, in 
their queer-looking felt calpacs and stream- 
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ing robes, sitting crosslegged, with a quan- 
tity of drums, clubs, tambourines, cymbals, 
and other implements of discord lying with- 
in their reach. A collection of green silk 
standards, very dusty and ragged, waved 
overhead, and several scimitars, halberds, 
and curtalaxes were hung upon the walls, 
some of which ancient weapons must have 
required the arm of Hercules to wield them 
with effect. 

One huge iron mace in especial was much 
such a weapon as Harold the Dauntless bore 
in battle, and I doubt whether the club of 
Charles Martel, or the hammer of the fabu- 
lous Thor, could have been more formidable. 
The casque must have been of good Milan 
steel indeed that could have resisted the 
dint of that weapon grasped by the brawny 
hand of some gigantic champion of Ma- 
homet. 

I built up a little romance in my own 
mind for this ponderous relic of the grisly 
days of hand-to-hand combats, and settled 
to my own satisfaction that it had belonged 
to Mahomet II., and was the identical mace 
with which the conqueror broke off the head 
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of the brazen serpent in the hippodrome of 
the captured city. Why should it not have 
belonged to the great victor ? Do not thou- 
sands of those who follow in the track of 
Chaucer's Canterbury Pilgrims believe in 
the Black Prince's armour hanging up in 
dusty honour within the cathedral ? 

The Dancing Dervishes, who live on the 
Pera side of the water, are imiversally repre- 
sented as an amiable and inoffensive frater- 
nity, but the Howling Dervishes of Scutari 
bear, I think most undeservedly, a very bad 
character. The Perotes call them a fana- 
tical set of barbarians, but I saw no signs 
of any bigotry or ferocity among them, and 
have not a word of anything but praise to 
say about them. 

The room, or rather the amphitheatre, was 
crowded to suffocation ; the atmosphere gave 
us an excellent idea of the torments endured 
by our poor fellows in the proverbial prison 
of the Rajah of Calcutta, and yet people 
kept thronging in with the greatest possible 
eagerness and pertinacity, until the specta- 
tors in the upper gallery were packed as 
closely as a drum of Smyrna figs, and the 
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woodwork cracked ominously beneath their 
weight. 

Below, the crush was not great in the 
part of the refectory which we occupied, for 
being Europeans and privileged guests, we 
had had room made for us in a comer pro- 
tected from the rush of thfe populace, who 
shouldered each other in the doorway, and 
trampled on each other in the passage, gasp- 
ing, panting, struggling, but resolved to 
enjoy the show. 

At length an Emir with a green turban 
and a voluminous robe, who was evidently, 
by his dress and his looks, of importance, 
the Prior of the convent, picked up a heavy, 
short, wooden club, and struck the floor 
three or four blows. Immediately a clever- 
looking fellow, in a calpac of brown felt, 
who sat oppoi^te to his reverence the abbot, 
seized a tambourine and began to play a 
rude tune upon it with his finger-ends, pretty 
much as Mr. Catlin and his interesting pro- 
tSghy Ghish-e-ghoshre-gee and Mah-tah-pa 
were wont to do on the occasion of an Egyp- 
tian Hall war-dance. 

Then a man commenced thumping the big 
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drum, and another clashed the cjrmbals to- 
gether in a slow and melancholy manner; 
and the other performers, becoming animated 
in their turn with the spirit of noise, caught 
up bludgeons or strange contrivances like 
overgrown battledores, and began to beat 
the boards with considerable vigour and 
regularity. 

Then swinging himself to and fro, nodding 
spasmodically^ and rocking his head like a 
Chinese Mandarin, the Prior chanted the 
praises of the Prophet in a high key, and, 
I believe, in Arabic. One after another 
the dervishes took up the song, and went 
on, banging the floor, whining dismally forth 
the most nasal and lugubrious ditties, and 
swaying their bodies to and fro with a drowsy 
motion like that of willow trees gently 
waving in the breeze. The drum roared and 
thundered, the cymbals rattled like clashing 
swords, the monotony of the dirge began to 
be varied by shrill cries and startling yells ; 
the din was worthy of Pandemonium. 

I observed that the Turkish officer was 
peculiarly active and enthusiastic ; and made 
more noise with his bludgeon than any of 
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the others. The Emir in the green turban 
kept rocking himself backwards and for- 
wards, crooning as incessantly as if his lungs 
were of bronze, and stimulating his subordi- 
nates to utter such unearthly howls that any 
English child must infallibly have gone into 
convulsions of terror, recollecting the un- 
timely fate of Little Bed Bidinghood, and 
suspecting the reverend gentlemen who 
moaned and growled so fearfully to be wolves 
in disguise. 

The noise was tremendous, the room grew 
hotter and hotter, the dervishes grew excited 
just as the Ojibbeways used to do, and the 
slow and measured cadence of the chant 
gave place to terrific yells and frantic bel- 
lowing. The performers banged their clubs 
about with a force and recklessness that 
seemed to jeopardize the skulls of their neigh- 
bours, stamped violently on the floor, writhed 
and kicked desperately, and foamed like 
demoniacs. Every moment I expected the 
red-hot, irons to be brought, and the boiling 
oil to be ordered in. But instead of sear- 
ing their flesh and blistering their palates, 
the dervishes joined hands and commenced 
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a dance that it was absolutely painful to 
witness. Stamping, howling, gesticulating 
madly, they seemed to throw the greatest 
possible amount of muscular exertion into 
the rough saltatory exercise which they per- 
formed. 

After a quarter of an hour of dancing 
they sat down, and banged away at the tam- 
bourines and the boards as stoutly as if they 
had been so many Antsei, and the slightest 
contact with the earth renewed their powers. 

By and by two of the performers rose, 
and quitting the room, soon returned with 
several sickly-looking children, and two or 
three grown-up invalids, who were succes- 
sively brought into the centre of the ring. 
We were told that on the occasion of a 
grand assemblage of the Howling Brethren, 
a number of sick persons invariably at- 
tended, in hopes of being cured. The pro- 
cess was an exceedingly simple one. The 
patient was stretched on the floor, and the 
Emir trampled gravely upon them with his 
unshod feet. The grown-up valetudinarians 
bore this operation remarkably well, and 
seemed to put great confidence in the heal- 
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ing skill of the worthy Prior, but the childreu 
squalled lustily, and almost went into fits as 
the elephantine foot of the reverend abbot 
touched them. One after another the pa- 
tients were removed, and during this pause 
in their tremendous exertions the dervishes 
began to show signs of great exhaustion, and 
fell into languid attitudes, as if quite worn 
otit by the club and cymbal exercise. The 
use of the dumb-bells is a joke to the toils 
in which the dervishes of the Howling Bro- 
therhood frequently engage. 

The heat had by this time become so 
stifling that we were obliged to leave the 
crowded refectory and sit down in the cool 
porch, where only the fringe and outskirts 
of the throng stood. 

Detachments of dervishes escorted the 
patients continually to and from the refec- 
tory, and in passing us these Mussulman 
friars took the greatest care to avoid jostling 
us, and went their way with bland and cour- 
teous smiles, the like of which I never saw 
on the feces of the brown-cowled Capuchins 
of Christendom. 

When we left the convent the little negro 
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porter showed his grinning teeth and good- 
humoured black face at the door of his cell, 
and salaamed us out as cheerfully and gra- 
ciously as he had bowed us in. 

Five minutes after, our oarsmen were tug- 
ging stoutly at their light sculls, and our 
caique cleaving through the water like a 
fish. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

BX0UR8I0N TO THE SEVEN TOWERS.— ORAVR OF ALI PASHA. — 
STORMING OF CONSTANTINOPLE BT THE TURKS. — OLD GREEK 
CHAPEL. — LEGEND OF THE SACRED FISH. THE GREEK PRIEST- 
HOOD.-— GREEK FUNERAL PROCESSION. 

The excursion to the Seven Towers was 
among the last which we made during our 
stay at Constantinople. We went, as usual, 
in an aruba, the dragoman curveting and 
prancing beside the carriage on a large grey 
horse, and tearing over the ploughed fields 
in a reckless manner. 

We saw several of the minor lions that 
day. Among them was the humble grave 
where the heads of Ali, the princely Pasha 
and subjugator of £pirus, and those of his 
sons lie buried. They frowned for a month 
over the Sultan's palace gate before they 
were consigned to the earth. It was a 
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sorry ending for All, the Lion of Tepelen, 
who feasted Byron at his savage court of 
Janina, for the man who made treaties on 
equal terms with the Padishah, and who 
raised himself by the force of a dauntless 
heart and a subtle brain from a petty moun- 
ta.in chief of Klephts to almost royal rank 
and despotic power. And though the man 
was one of the blackest monsters that ever 
lived, and every exploit of his. life was 
coupled with crime and treachery, there 
seems to be a sort of shuddering sympathy 
due to the great soldier and statesman, a 
reluctant pity for the miserable fate of one 
whose faults were but the vices of his coun- 
trymen, exaggerated by a strong will and 
fierce passions, and whose bloodstained hand 
held the sword and the sceptre so firmly and 
s#long. 

Then passing along the road that winds 
around the ancient ramparts of the city, we 
looked at the moat all matted with rank 
weeds, and choked up with wild vines; at- 
the turrets of grey stone, and the shivered 
masses of antique masonry that lay beneath 
the battlements in places ; those battlements 
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that appear unchanged since the day when 
the Emperor stood upon the rampart, vainly 
expostalating with his shrinking soldiers, 
and while his rohe of purple and glitter- 
ing lorica made him a target for the bows 
and arquebuses of the enemy's marksmen, 
fruitlessly tried to reanimate the courage of 
Justiniani, as that wounded general, disheart-- 
ened and fainting with the exquisite pain 
caused by the arrow that had pierced his 
gauntlet and hand retired to his galley. 

That rugged and hoary bulwark, whose 
foundations were so often bathed in blood, 
and against which dashed like angry bil- 
lows the bravest warriors of the fiery race 
of Othman, eager to win Paradise, and 
frantic in their furious zeal, I fancied it 
still guarded by armed phantoms, whose 
resistance waxed feebler and feebler as ifte 
raging multitude pressed on, and the de- 
fenders felt like the crew of a sinking ship 
when exhausted by battling with the tem- 
pest. 

I could see the heroic monarch upon the 
walls, the terrified Genoese captain totter- 
ing with uncertain steps to the port where 
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his galley awaited him, the Greeks quailing 
at the thunder of the echoing Leiies from 
without. Sultan Mahomet, the Turkish 
William the Conqueror, might be distin- 
guished atnong the throng below, mounted 
on his white charger, pointing with his 
mace to the city, and promising Heaven 
to the slain, wid the indulgence of his 
loftiest desire to the first who should scale 
the wall. I could almost hear the shouts 
of Allah ! the roar of the three hundred 
cannon that sent a hailstorm of iron among 
the defenders, under which fire and cheered 
by the deafening burst of some thousands 
of musical instruments, the Turks rushed 
on, maddened by the awful din and clamour 
of the artillery, and by such a flourish of 
trumpets and boom of drums as the world 
has rarely heard. 

The breJEich is still distinguishable, as well 
as the place where Hassan the gigantic 
Janissary, followed by thirty of his com- 
rades, leaped from his scaling-ladder upon 
the wall, and though hurled from the bat- 
tlements and thrown down, bruised, and 
dtunned into the yawning fosse below, set 
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an example to his hardy countrymen that 
they were not slow to follow. 

At last we reached the Seven Towers, 
that gloomy prison in which the European 
Ambassadors used to be immured whenever 
a war was about to break out between the 
Sublime Porte and the powers of Christen- 
dom. The Ottoman Government is less 
eccentric now vnth respect to its treatment 
of envoys, and their excellencies go on 
board a frigate now, instead of to gaoL 
There is not much worth seeing in the 
Seven Towers. 

We next went to see a famous old Greek 
chapel without the walls, to which the Em- 
peror was daily accustomed to repair during 
the time of the siege by Mahomet IL and 
where he prayed for the safety of his empire 
and people. 

It is a strange darksome little church, 
very dingy and ancient-looking, and hung 
all round with tawdry red-ochre pictures of 
the Panagia or Greek Madonna and the 
Saints, works of art as inferior to the gems 
of art that glow in so many Catholic churches 
as the cheap and coarsely-executed woodcut 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LEGEND OF THE SACRED FISH. 261 

caricatures in which our ancestors delighted 
are to the productions of modem engravers. 

There were a good many priests there 
in black robes and hideous caps, who ex- 
pected a backsheesh as duly as the Mus- 
sulman doorkeeper of a mosque. The old 
Sacristan, a Calojer, with his head shaved, 
and a pair of sandals on his tanned feet, 
showed us the Sacred Fish, the great relics 
of the chapel. 

In a low vaulted crypt was a stone basin 
of oblong form, and in the pellucid water 
that filled it swam half a dozen little black 
fish, which might have been small tench 
or young trout. These canonized inhabi- 
tants of the well are said to have been 
grilling in a frying-pan for the chief priest's 
breakfast four hundred years ago, and that 
when the Emperor, having finished his morn- 
ing prayers before the altar, was conversing 
with the clergy, the Papa, a man of great 
sanctity, said enthusiastically, "Sire, these 
fish shall sooner leap into the water and live 
again than the infidels take the city!'' on 
which the fish sprang from the frying-pan, 
where they were gently simmering, into the 
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water, and flapped their tails exultingly in 
their native element. Then the dauntless 
heart of the chivalrous prince for the first 
time failed him. 

The city fell, but the fish lived, and I saw 
them swimming about in a lively manner 
and in the full enjoyment of a venerable 
old age, having neither grown larger nor 
fallen sick in the course of four hundred 
years, and, moreover, seeming none the worse 
for the cooking which earned them their 
original celebrity. 

Having seen all the curiosities of the 
place, and feed the old janitor and sacristan, 
we bade farewell to the church and the 
scowling clergy, and regained our aruba. 

The lower orders of the Greek priesthood 
(and the higher also, I fancy) are as ignorant 
and fanatical a set of persons as any existing, 
and fully a match for the stupid and bigoted 
Mahometan Ulemas. 

The Greek character is a curious mixture 
of frivolity and moroseness, vanity and fero- 
city, and the peculiar nature of their re- 
ligious practices, their long fasts and frequent 
macerations, their duel penances, their rigid 
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fanaticism and superstition, make them more 
gloomy and savage than most other people. 

The Greek is said to be temperate and 
prudent, though revengeful and mendacious, 
but his natural abilities are degraded to low 
cunning by ignorance and an inherent tricky 
disposition, and the stem asceticism which 
is inculcated among them as true piety, tends 
to render them savage and vindictive. 

The priests usually spring from the lowest 
ranks of the people, and are reported to 
possess all the worst features of the very 
uninviting character of their nation. They 
look with distrust and jealousy alike on the 
honest and conscientious Turks, or the en- 
lightened Franks, whom they regard as Latin 
heretics and outer barbarians, and on those 
who among their own countrymen are their 
superiors in education and knowledge. 

Depend upon it, of the opposition offered 
and the obstacles thrown in the way of a 
more perfect diffusion of civilisation and 
truth in the East, far more may fairly be 
attributed to the Greeks and their priests 
than to the Moslems. The Hellenic clergy 
abhor the light of truth instinctively, and 
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turn fondly to the misty darkness that broods 
over Russia, eager to pray the Czar to ex- 
tend over Turkey the veil of ignorance and 
tyranny that covers his own land, and to 
seek the protection of the Muscovite alike 
against the sway of the hated Turk and the 
encroachments of the detested European. 

The clergy are, I believe, thoroughly de- 
spised by such of their compatriots as are 
superior to them in acquirements and po- 
sition ; and that the feeling is mutual there 
can be little doubt. 

** Our church is holy, our priests are 
thieves ! '' said the devout Basilius, the Ar- 
naut guide of Lord Byron, and the condition 
of Ireland and Spain give warning enough 
of what may be the state of a country whose 
priesthood are justly held in contempt by 
the honest and the enlightened, and only pre- 
serve an ascendancy over the unlettered and 
unthinking peasantry. 

In the Ionian Islands efforts have been 
made to elevate the views and improve the 
minds of the Papas ; but in the Sultan's do- 
minions there is little hope of enlisting the 
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Rayah priest among the recruiting-sergeants 
of progress. 

A Greek funeral procession is one of the 
most melancholy and revolting sights that 
one has to encounter in the streets of Con- 
stantinople, or rather in those of Pera. The 
corpse, with upturned face and its breast 
covered with a heap of large gaudy flowers, 
is carried along in a species of flat hand- 
barrow, the bearers proceeding at a shuffling 
run, the priests hurrying along in front, sing- 
ing a savage dirge, whose wailing sounds 
echo through the streets like the torture- 
chaunt of a Tuscarora, or the death ullaloo 
of the Irish peasantry. Instead of the slow 
and solemn motion, the reverent and gentle 
progression of a Catholic funeral train, the 
coffin, its bearers, and the officiating Papas 
and Acolytes (Acolytes, indeed !) shoot past 
you at six miles an hour, and pass through 
the deserted thoroughfares like a typhoon in 
the Roads of Canton, or a band of Turkish 
pompiers hastening with their iron hooks, 
ladders, and poleaxes to the scene of one of 
the frequent conflagratioi^s, 

N 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

FREQUENCY OF CONSPIRACIES.— CONSPIRACIES OF THE SULTAN's 
BROTHER, — THE TANZIMAT. — EXETER HALL PHILANTHROPISTS. 
— MYSTERIOUS ADVENTURE. 

A DETECTED Conspiracy is as common and 
every-day an occurrence in Stamboul as a 
revolution in Mexico or an earthquake in 
Lima. Such a discovery causes a mighty 
stir and hubbub for a short time, but before 
long it is forgotten; the ashes grow cold 
around the mouth of the crater, the fire of 
the volcano slumbers beneath the thin crust 
of lava and scorise. 

One morning there was as much stir and 
bustle in Constantinople as could have been 
caused in a beehive by the unlawful intru- 
sion of a moth, and the consequent immola- 
tion of the unwelcome guest, and his being 
embalmed and carefully swathed and rolled 
like a mummy in layers of wax, according 
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to the custom in such cases. The news flew 
about as if by electric telegraph. The gos- 
sips of Pera, and a more loquacious little 
place does not exist, were as lively and volu- 
ble as parrots. 

A plot had been found out, in which the 
Mufti and Ulemas, and the whole of the Ja- 
nissary, or anti-European party, were impli- 
cated, and at the head of which, as usual, 
was H. R. H. the Sultan's brother, a Mus- 
sulman Gaston of Orleans, who is always 
conspiring and being detected ; and that 
his neck should be free from the bow- 
string astonishes everybody. The Janissary, 
or conservative faction, are perpetually schem- 
ing for the abdication of the Padishah, the 
accession of the Prince, the restoration of 
the old Janissary corps to the post of na- 
tional defenders, the disbanding of the troops 
disciplined after the European model, and 
the repeal of the Tanzimat. 

A plot of this kind breaks out four or five 
times a year, and nobody is ever severely 
punished. As for H. R. H., the brother of 
the reigning monarch, it is lucky for him 
that Abdul Medjid is of a gentle nature, and 

N 2 
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that he is not inclined to punish this new 
edition of Sultan Djem as Bajazet chastised 
bis younger brothers. 

As for the Tanzimat, about which that 
absurd quarrel between Egypt and Turkey 
took place the other day, it is more a shadow 
than a reality ; though it nearly brought the 
fleets of Alexandria and Stamboul into col- 
lision, and occasioned the revolt of the Bos- 
nian Beys. The right of inflicting capital 
punishment, which the Sultan wanted to 
take away from the Viceroy — and for which 
act of soi-disant humanity so many wise- 
acres in England applauded him — is exercised 
by every Pasha, governor, and policeman in 
European Turkey. None of them have 
legally the power oT life and death, but 
severity is unavoidable, and practically an 
inferior officer is allowed a discretion which 
is denied in theory to the ruler of a great 
country. 

In the months of May and June, 1850, 
the Pasha of Adrianople alone cut off the 
heads of fifty brigands, nor have I ever heard 
of his being reprimanded or superseded for 
this exercise of authority. 
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Exeter Hall philanthropists and philome- 
lanthists are too fond of judging of other 
countries by the condition of their own ; but 
where is the analogy between peaceful Eng- 
land, where every pocket and lock that is 
picked is descanted upon by the press, and 
where a murder, trumpeted forth by the 
newspapers, causes every dweller in every 
nook and comer of the land to thrill with hor- 
ror and curiosity ; where penny-a-liners live 
for weeks on the description and history of 
the assassin and his victim, and where bulle- 
tins are issued from condemned cells, and 
criminals modelled in wax; and Turkey, 
where murder and pillage ride forth in the 
broad day with gun and sabre, instead of 
skulking through the darkness with a con- 
cealed gun, or hiding every trace of the 
bloody deed beneath a hearth-stone. 

One evening, as we were returning from 
our usual walk across the plain where the 
Sultans used to practise archery, we were 
seated on a rock beside the road, watching 
the rapid decline of the tvrilight — which on 
the shores of the Bosphorus is of very short 
duration, — when a young Turkish cavalry 
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officer galloped furiously up, covered with 
dust, and followed by a mounted dragoon. 
He reined his horse up, saluted us with a 
polite salaam, and began to address us in 
Turkish vehemently enough, but in a very 
bland and courteous tone. I shook my head, 
but he was too much in earnest to allow us 
to misunderstand him; and giving the sol- 
dier some orders, the latter galloped on, 
while the officer went on speaking in a hur- 
ried and eager manner. I at length made 
out by his gestures (for as for his words, he 
might have been talking the purest Japanese 
for aught I knew), that he wanted us to go 
away, and yet I tried to get some explana- 
tion of the cause of this apparently imrea- 
sonable request : it was of no use, however. 
The officer laughed, looked uneasily upon 
the road, and repeated gently but firmly, 
"Peraya! Haidee!" 

That at least I could understand ; and in- 
comprehensible as the affair was, I began to 
perceive that somebody, or something, was 
coming along the road, for whom or which 
it was the duty of our interlocutor to keep 
the way clear, and that the mysterious per- 
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son or object coming was not to be looked 
upon by profane eyes. Some Vizier or 
Pasha who has been arrested on account of 
the plot, I thought ; or, perhapd, some stag- 
eyed Georgian beauty of unusual loveliness, 
on her journey to the imperial Serail. So 
we got up from the rock, bowed to the 
dragoon, who salaamed most civilly in return, 
and turned our faces towards the distant 
city, to which the Turk had been pointing 
energetically for ten minutes. 

We looked back when we had gone a little 
way; the oflScer on his white horse was still 
hovering about the rock and evidently 
watching us. A minute after, a great crack- 
ing of whips and trampling of hoofs made us 
turn again. A gilded aruba, drawn by two 
horses lashed to their full speed, came ra- 
pidly whirling in a cloud of dust along the 
road. Beside it pranced a guard of dragoons 
in their blue uniforms, and the driver plied 
his whip vigorously. The blinds were drawn 
so closely that it was impossible to distin- 
guish the occupants, whether captive princes 
or yashraacked houries ; and in a moment it 
shot by us and disappeared over the brow of 
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the hill leading to the shore of the Bos- 
phorus, the cavalry escort galloping around 
and a long train of dust raised by the rapid 
wheels as if by the passage of a whirlwind 
pursuing its track. There was a wide field 
opened for conjecture, but though I inquired 
of several old residents, I could find no pro- 
bable clue to the mystery. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

HUNGARIAN REFUGEES IN TUREET.^ROMANTIO AND AFFECTING 
INCIDENT. 

Lying among the tomb-stones and be- 
neath the cypresses of the burying-grounds, 
or gliding like wan spectres among the 
suburbs^ we often saw haggard-looking sol- 
diers in tattered Hungarian uniforms, ragged 
and starving fugitives from the broken armies 
of Bern and Gyorgy. A sadder fate cannot 
well be imagined than that of these poor 
fellows, many of them suflFering from wounds, 
and all from unheard-of hardships and priva- 
tions, all driven from their native country 
with little hope of ever again revisiting it, 
and wandering barefooted and famished in a 
land of infidels and strangers. 

With the question of right or wrong as 
respecting the war between Hungary and 
Austria, these simple Magyars had nothing 

N 5 
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to do. Kept in mental darkness by the 
policy of their rulers, as well as by the cha- 
racteristic indolence of the race, they left the 
task of thinking to wiser or busier brains, and 
marched to battle at the call of their heredi- 
tary chiefs. Many of them belonged to the 
class of peasant nobles, and having received 
their tiny fiefs, or rather farms, for good ser- 
vice rendered to Maria Theresa against the 
Turks, had drawn their swords, when sum- 
moned to the defence of the Fatherland, as 
readily and with as much truthful simplicity 
of heart as if it were the Osmanli that had 
just marched over the border, and not the 
white-coated cuirassiers of Austria and the 
fierce Croats of the Banat who were advan- 
cing upon the fertile plains of the Danube 
and the Theiss. 

Tolerated, but not sympathised with, among 
the Turks, numbers of soldiers, chafed at the 
irksome monotony and dull round of capti- 
vity of the Prison-Camp of Shumla, had 
rambled away in twos and threes in hopes of 
gaining the sea and reaching the shores of 
England or America, where they might once 
more lift their heads among freemen. 
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For those who chose to barter their creed 
and faith for bread, by embracing Islamism 
and enlisting in the Sultan's army, a certain 
provision was assured ; but to their honour 
be it spoken that, except Bem and his hand- 
ful of Polish followers, very few among the 
sijflFering and needy troop of Christian exiles 
were base enough to abandon their religion. 

One little incident, which was related to 
me of the refugees,^ is deserving of mention. 
Just before the period of the breaking out of 

the civil war, the Baron von L , a young 

lieutenant in the Hungarian Noble Guard, 
was invited to the castle of a distant relative 
of his family, residing in Transylvania. While 
on this visit a mutual attachment sprang up 
between the young guardsman and the blue- 
eyed daughter of his host, the Graf Rosalszy. 
Mariaska Rosalszy was called by the seigneurs, 
who were neighbours of the lord of Schwartz- 
enthurm, the Fawn of Transylvania, and was 
in effect as graceful and slender a little fairy 
as any in the Principality, with golden hair 
and a witching smile not easily to be matched 
even in that land of sunny ringlets and red 
lips. 
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As for the young officer, he was a tall 
and handsome stripling, naturally chivalrous 
and romantic, and having been but for a 
short time exposed to the temptations of the 
voluptuous capital of Austria, was not yet 
disillusioned, as the French say. 

The father of Mariaska, a rough but pa- 
triotic old nobleman, was so busy with the 
correspondence which he kept up with the 
leaders of his faction and the usual round of 
hunting parties and festivals with which he 
and his friends were accustomed to entertain 
each other, that the first intimation which 
he received of the state of the lovers' feel- 
ings was from the lips of the youthful Baron, 
when he came to ask the Grafs consent to 
his immediate union with Mariaska. 

The Graf was surprised and rather puz- 
zled. Young ladies in Hungary, as else- 
where on the Continent, are so little used to 
give away their hearts until the veil and 
orange flowers are prepared, and the family 
notary has registered the contract, that the 
Graf, like many other parents, might well 
be pardoned for doubting whether daughters 
had any hearts to bestow. But the Graf, 
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though of an irascible and boisterous nature, 
was as good a papa as any in the province ; 
he loved his child, he liked the young suitor, 
who was, moreover, of ancient pedigree and 
heir to several rich puztas lying near the 
Plattensee, and having once comprehended 
the astounding fact that it made a difference 
to Mariaska's happiness, in her own idea at 
least, whom she should marry, he gave his con- 
sent, telling the young Guardsman, however, 
that he trusted he was a loyal Hungarian, 
as he would rather see his child dead than 
wedded to a bravo of the Emperor's. 

The young Baron had given no more of 
his thoughts to politics than most lieute- 
nants do who are fonder of waltzing than 
arguing, and more interested in a sword-knot 
or an aiguilette than a dispute. Naturally 
of a dreamy and romantic disposition, and 
left much to himself in boyhood. Baron 

L had angled, sketched, built bright 

castles in the air in woodland reveries, and 
shot wild fowl among the meres and mo- 
rasses of his father's estate, until he was 
suddenly summoned to Vienna, and com- 
manded to don the splendid uniform of his 
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privileged corps, some six months before h^ 
paid the visit to Schwartzenthurm, which 
led to his betrothal with Mariaska. 

He had heard but little about the great 
questions which were then convulsing Hun- 
gary, little about the relentless tyranny of 
the rulers of that fair land, or the fierce 
debates in the Diet at Pesth, where the 
fiery eloquence of Kossuth was beginning to 
blow into a flame the smouldering spark of 
discontent. 

The gamekeepers and peasants around the 

mansion of the Count von L were a 

stupid and secluded race, occupied solely in 
field sports and tillage, while the young 
dandies of his regiment were still more un- 
likely to engage the youthful Baron in any 
political discussion. The drawing-room was 
the arena, the saUe de dance the battle-field 
of these carpet heroes, and the elegance of 
a sabretasch, or the height of a shako, 
seemed far more important in their eyes 
than the fate of nations or the crash of 
falling dynasties. 

The betrothed of Mario^ska Rosalszy was 
not long in making his election. The manly 
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warmth with which the old Graf detailed 
the wrongs of his country, coupled with the 
mute oratory of his daughter's pleading 
glances, soon convinced one who had neither 
prejudices nor principles enlisted on the op- 
posite side. The youth resigned his com- 
mission as lieutenant in the Noble Guard, 
and at the same time wrote to ask his 
father's consent and forgiveness. 

The Count von L , though by blood a 

Magyar, was a courtier of forty years' stand- 
ing, had passed his life in Vienna, and having 
become thoroughly Austrian in habits and 
feeling, despised his own countrymen as a 
set of untutored hobereatjuv^ who were skilful 
in nothing but horsemanship and the pursuit 
' of game, to the neglect of the graver busi- 
ness of life, namely, the securing a share in 
the distribution of places, stars, and cordons. 
The Count von L had been all his life 

rather a persevering and patient courtier 
than a fortunate or successful one. Younger 
men and less pliant characters than the 
seigneur of Schloss Plattensee had passed 
him on the race, and smooth foreheads had 
been decided by Metternich and Schwartzen- 
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burg to belong to more astute diplomatists 
than the wrinkled Count von L . 

Still, however, a man could scarcely have 
waited with open mouth and extended hands 
for forty years amidst a shower of good 
things, without some crumbs, at least, having 
fallen to his lot in the scramble. A post at 
court and a few inches of ribbon, from which, 
on great occasions, dangled a cross, had re- 
warded the veteran waiter upon Providence 
for years of sycophancy and scheming, and 
at last a still higher honour than that of 
Deputy Grand Lackey to the Kaiser was 
promised him. By incessant solicitation and 

flattery, the Count von L had obtained 

a mission to an inferior court, it is true; but 
what a dazzling prize to one whose life has 
been spent on the lower rounds of the ladder! 

The Count destined his son to be secre- 
tary to the mission, and doubted not that 
the boy, thus fairly launched into the diplo- 
matic career, would rise higher and higher, 
and finally, by some splendid alliance, elevate 
his name to a level with the historic appel- 
lations of the great families of the Empire. 

Judge then with what feelings the Count 
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must have received the letter in which his 
son announced his engagement to Mariaska, 
and also that he had resigned his commission 
as a lieutenant in the Imperial service. 
Half mad with rage, indignation, and won- 
der, the old man crushed the letter in his 
hand. What were the bojr^s romantic views 
of liberty, his ardour for the independence 
and well-being of Hungary, to the worn-out 
and hackneyed habittiS of ante - chambers ! 
Resign his commission! devote himself to 
his country ! marry the daughter of a rough 
Transylvanian noble ! he, the son of Count 

von L , Envoy of the Emperor to the 

Court of ! he, who might aspire to the 

hand of Serene Highnesses and Porphyro- 
ginites ! 

The Count could devise no better plan of 
reclaiming the truant than by calling in the 
assistance of the strong arm of martial law ; 
the young Baron might be arrested as a 
deserter, and brought back as a prisoner to 
Vienna. 

He ordered his carriage and drove hastily 
to the Hotel of the War Minister. All was 
bustle and confusion in the gilded corridors 
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and saloons. Chargers pawed before the 
gate, aides-de-camp and soldiers bearing de- 
spatches came and went, cavalry trampled 
around, and horsemen covered with dust and 
reeling with fatigue rode in perpetually at a 
gallop. 

It was with difficulty that Count von L 

obtained the audience he sought. In his agi- 
tation he scarcely noted the unwonted stir, 
nor the look of gloom on the Minister's face. 
The Count preferred his request. The Mi- 
nister looked grave. Important tidings, he 
said, had been received from Hungary. The 
country was in a state of almost open insur- 
rection. To arrest the young Baron would 
be impossible. An army of rebels would 
probably be in the way, and all private feel- 
ings must be sacrificed in the hour of public 
danger. 

The Count was obliged to content himself 
with writing a harsh letter to his son, sternly 
refusing his consent to any alliance between 

the family of L and that of Rosalszy. 

The young man vainly tried to shake his 
father's inflexible resolution. The latter dis- 
owned and cursed him. 
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Mariaska and her lover were married in 
the chapel of the castle, and the ceremony 
was scarcely over when a breathless heydack 
galloped in and announced that Kittmeister 
Schlachterthal, with a troop of Imperial 
dragoons, was on his way to surprise the 
old Graf, orders for whose seizure had been 
issued by the authorities. Rosalszy and his 
son-in-law hastily armed the servants and 
the neighbouring peasantry, barricaded the • 
doors and windows, and repelled the attack 
with slaughter. 

Only one course now remained. The old 
noble and the baron joined the army of their 
insurgent countrymen, and shared with them 
the toils and perils of the long and unequal, 
but glorious struggle. When the last relics 
of the patriot force fled into Turkey, Ma- 
riaska and her husband, then a Major of 
Hulans, as well as the old Graf, accom- 
panied the leaders of the fugitive corps 
d'armke. 

Transported afterwards from Shumla to 
Kutahi6, the Graf Rosalszy fell ill, and ob- 
tained permission to reside at Brousa, for 
the benefit of its purer air. At Brousa the 
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Graf and his daughter were hospitably re- 
ceived by a wealthy Turkish Agha, under 
whose roof the father of Mariaska died of 
a lingering fever caught among the fatal 
morasses of the Theiss. 

Shortly after this, the Baron von L 

arrived at Kutahie, and soon learned the 
tidings of his father-in-law's deaths and also 
that Mariaska continued under the care of 
• the Khanum, the wife of the hospitable 
Agha, at Brousa. Mounting his horse, he 
reached Brousa soon after nightfall, and 
easily found the house of which he was in 
search. Entering the courtyard, and ap- 
proaching the building, the young man 
called to Mariaska by name. Recognising 
the voice, she threw open the lattice and 
welcomed her long absent husband, when 
an unhappy error threw a fatal cloud over 
the scene. 

The Agha, quietly smoking his chibouque 
in a kiosk of the garden, had seen, through 
an open door, the figure of a man enter the 
courtyard of his house. In a moment more 
he heard his tones beneath the windows of 
the women's apartments, and a female voice 
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replying in glad accents to the call. The 
Agha's harem was large, and he was as 
jealous and irascible as only a Turk can be. 
He hastily entered his house, took down a 
musket from the wall, stepped to a window 
commanding a full view of the court below, 
recognised a Frank in the intruder, and in 
a transport of rage, fired. The victim fell 
bathed in blood. He was quite dead when 
they lifted him up ; and Mariaska was a • 
maniac. She is one still. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

AN ACCOMPLISHED COURIER. COMPARATIVE FACILITY OF 

LEARNING LAN0UA0B8 BT EUROPEANS. — DEPARTURE FROM 
CONSTANTINOPLE. — STEAMER PASSENGERS TO TRIESTE. — 
PASSAGE TO TRIESTE. 

We had intended to return home by the 
Danube, going to Galatz by the Black Sea 
steamer, and posting from thence to Vienna, 
since the accounts we had received of the 
discomforts of the river boats and the won- 
derful abundance of mosquitos to be found 
in the flats and morasses of the Danube, 
were anything but inviting. 

A courier becoming necessary, Mysseri 
soon found one of the fraternity disengaged, 
and sent him up for approval. I never saw 
such a clever little fellow in my life. He 
was a small, wiry, swarthy man in a red cap, 
a Hungarian Jew from Pesth, who denied 
his nationality, and called himself a full- 
blooded Magyar. He spoke all languages, 
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more or less, and almost all dialects. French, 
Hebrew, Arabic, Greek, Turkish, Polish, 
Russian, Spanish, German, Hungarian, Scla- 
vonian, Livonian, Wallach, Servian, Bul- 
garian, Italian, Maltese, and Lingua Franca, 
with a few words of English, made up his 
store. Mysseri spoke seven or eight tongues, 
but the little courier was a very polyglot 
dictionary. 

By the by, it is wonderful how, as certain 
virtues or vices are supposed to be regu- 
larly transmitted in families, the gift of 
learning languages appertains to particular 
nations. Of all the races of Europe, the 
French are the worst linguists, then the 
Germans, and then the English. 

We are as prejudiced as an insular people 
usually are, but I will maintain to my dying 
day that our Gallic neighbours are far more 
wedded to their own customs and ideas, 
more thoroughly convinced that nothing is 
worthy of praise out of their own country, 
and less able to conform to the habits of 
other lands. 

All over Europe you see the Englishman 
staring curiously at the natives, the French- 
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man calmly and compassionately patronising 
them. John BulFs expression is that of 
wonder at the strange things he sees, wonder 
that may, perhaps, not be entirely fruitless, 
but may lead to the adoption of what is 
good, and the eschewing of what is bad, 
among these novelties. 

But the Gaul is never astonished. Paris 
is the only civilised city in the world, its 
inhabitants are the monopolists of refine- 
ment and intelligence ; the travelling French- 
man looks upon the people of foreign coun- 
tries, as ji Yankee whaler upon the South 
Sea Islanders, with pitying and calm con- 
tempt. If he be very goodhumored he 
smiles, and owns that the poor savages are 
sometimes dignes gens after all. 

An Englishman abroad, who is ignorant of 
any tongue but his own, perpetually feels hu- 
miliated, while a Frenchman speaks French 
to everybody as confidently as a Roman 
praetor making a progress through the vassal 
provinces. How rare is it to find a Gaul 
who has ever been out of France, or a 
Frenchwoman who understands a syllable of 
any foreign tongue. 
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The Germans acquire English with faci- 
lity, but nothing else. The Swiss, Greeks, 
and Italians, talk every language incorrectly. 
The Swedes, Poles, Russians, and Hun- 
garians are the great linguists of Europe. 

We were preparing for departure when we 
heard fresh accounts of the unhealthiness of 
the Danube at that season, and of the fevers 
prevalent there ; and Dr. McCarthy having, 
at last, positively assured me that in my 
weak state I should never reach Vienna 
alive, the Galatz route was abandoned, and 
our places secured on board an ^Austrian 
steamer bound for Trieste. 

The boat sailed at six o'clock on one of 
the lovely calm evenings of which we had 
had so many in that country of sunshine. 
We went on board at five, and found the 
packet an ark filled with strange beings 
in wonderful costumes. Almost the whole 
of the fore part of the vessel was occupied 
by Turks and Arabs, among whom were 
many yashmacked women, and solemn chil- 
dren with big black eyes. There they sat 
in groups around their queer brass kettles 
and platters, cooking, smoking, chatting, and 
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marvelling at what they saw, with a placid 
resignation on their fine classic features. 

The hissing and humming of the steam, 
the occasional screaming whistle, the mo- 
mentary plunging revolution of the great 
red paddle-wheels, evidently impressed them 
forcibly, but did not shake their resolution 
of being impelled by the magical power of 
steam, that terrific monster, over the track- 
less waters of the deep. Abaft the funnel 
were bright-hued parasols and brilliant bon- 
nets, shooting coats, and Parisian paletots. 
A great contrast was that parterre of civilisa- 
tion to the picturesque islanders and dusky 
Syrians sitting forward, trusting in the 
Prophet for a safe passage to Ismir or 
Mitylene. 

There were no English or French on 
board. Our fellow-passengers were Italians, 
Russians, Greeks, Croats, Swiss, and Tyro- 
lese. 

A large awning was placed so as to screen 
the deck, a necessary precaution in that broil- 
ing weather; and the sails, loosely brailed 
up, were ready in a moment to be spread 
like the wings of a sea-bird to catch the 
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evening breeze. It sprung up at last, and 
came eddying in cat's paws along the surface 
of the rippling water. 

The dapper little agent of the Austrian 
Lloyd's, who had been for hours skipping 
about the deck and cabins, bowing, explain- 
ing, apologising, and being amazingly polite 
and courteous to everybody, bowed himself 
down the side*4adder into his boat, and was 
pulled off to shore, waving his hand and 
saluting with his cap the departing vessel. 

For now the gun fired, the capstan was 
manned, sturdy arms applied their strength 
to the tough bars, and the creaking windlass 
went "merrily round, extracting the huge 
anchor from its bed of mud and sand like an 
expert dentist drawing a tooth. Cheerily, 
men, cheerily ! now round with a will, and 
away ! One round more and up she comes ! 
and in effect the heavy mass of metal swings 
at the bows ; the sails are shaken out, they 
flap for a moment and shiver in the wind, 
they fill and draw. 

The wheel spins rapidly in the keen-eyed 
helmsman's hands ; the captain, in blue uni- 
form and gold -banded cap, ascends the pad^ 
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die-box, the call-boy waits for orders — a 
human telegraph. The last shore-boats cast 
loose their painters and fall off. Whiz, 
whiz, goes the steam ; then a roar, followed 
by a shrill scream; vast monsters of steel 
begin to move in the engine-room, feebly at 
first, like steel giants stretching their enor- 
mous metal limbs as they awake from sleep, 
then faster and faster ; — whir-r-r ! round go 
the heavy splashing paddle-wheels, first 
slowly, biting the unoffending water with 
their broad teeth, then plunging, rolling, 
tearing up and torturing the waves cruelly, 
literally breaking them upon the wheel. 

Then a cataract of foam boils and* tum- 
bles around the steamer's flanks, and the 
billows, revolting against the oppression of 
the great wheels, rear their menacing green 
heads and roar around the paddle-boxes, pur- 
suing the vessel with their hoarse murmur 
as she goes. The wind flutters through the 
awning, a long streak of silver, smooth and 
glossy as a belt of oil upon the blue water, 
marks the steamer's track. She is under 
weigh. 

The Turks muttered a few bismillahs be- 
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tween their teeth as the fiery breath of the 
engine appeared in a wreath of flame around 
the vandyked top of the iron chimney, and 
puffed their pipes perhaps a little quicker 
as the huge water-dragon began swimming, 
striking the water with its clumsy fins, and 
imparting a tremulous and vibratory motion 
to everything, firom stem to stern, with the 
loud and powerful pulsations of its metal 
heart. 

Away the steamer glided, past domes and 
palaces, groves of weeping cypress, and ter- 
races of piled-up houses, away from the dis- 
tant gleam of white Scutari and the frown 
of black Bulg{irlu, far off into the purple sea 
of Marmora, with its dancing waves and wild 
fowl hovering and dipping in the bright 
water, now golden, now bloody-red, all spark- 
ling in the setting sun. Away, away ! with 
fine views of the snow peaks and glaciers of 
Olympus on the Asiatic side, and of the 
more fertile country and broad sandy beach 
on that of Europe ; away into the dim dis- 
tance, where already the evening star was 
peeping forth and the veil of shadows 
falling. 
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Night came rapidly down as we sped upon 
our course; and as we turned and gazed 
back upon the vanishing glories of Stam- 
boul, the last thing visible was the gilded 
crescent, towering high above the dome of 
Santa Sophia, and to be seen when the sun 
shines, it is said, a hundred miles at sea. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

UNHBALTHINESS OF OALLIPOLI. — THB HBLLB8P0NT. — TRAN- 
SHIPMENT. — MitTLENE. — VISIT TO SMYRNA. — ^JEWISH GUIDE. 
— SMYRNA BAZAR. — APPEARANCE OF SMYRNA. — SLAVE 
MARKET. — SMYRNA PASTRYCOOK. — DEPARTURE OF JEWISH 
OUIDB.^PBSTILENTIAL SYRIAN FEVER. 

When we came on deck 'next morning, 
the yellow walls and low roofs of Gallipoli 
were in jsight. A yery unwholesome-looking 
town it seemed, and more dusty than any 
Turkish city I had ever seen. It seemed 
just the sp6t for the plague to lurk and 
nestle in : dingy alleys and brown clusters of 
huts, waiting patiently and stealthily, biding 
its time to stalk like a spectre over the land. 
The shadeless shore, with its sandy hillocks 
and baked plains, reflecting the glare of the 
sun as its rays gradually gained strength, 
looked utterly desolate and dreary : it was a 
sad landscape. A few windmills were moving 
languidly their sluggish arms, and seemed 
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for some time to be the only things alive in 
Gallij)oli. 

An Austrian corvette, a Russian frigate, 
a couple of Turkish sloops of v^^ar, and se- 
veral merchant vessels and steamers, lay at 
anchor in the bay, their colours drooping 
heavily and clinging to the mast ; the very 
flags looked as if. they felt the unhealthiness 
of the district, and the Black Eagles on the 
bunting looked as dismal as if they were 
chained at the gate of a lazaretto, keeping 
watch and ward over travellers in quaran- 
tine. 

By and by some large caiques, full of 
brawny Turks, clad in flowing shirts and 
trowsers of white calico, came dancing over 
the waves, and boarded us with as much 
clamour as Algerine corsairs, attacking a 
Genoese merchantman, could possibly have 
made in the old days of piracy. They did 
not want to take possession of the ship, how- 
ever, but only to persuade the passengers to 
buy a number of magnificent gilded pipe 
bowls, and unutterably hideous and un- 
natural images of birds and beasts manufac- 
tured in red porcelain clay. 
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Soon after the boatmen went away, a 
steady northern breeze sprang up, and the 
captain came up from breakfast and ordered 
the crew to weigh anchor. The canvas 
was spread, the paddles revolved, and the 
steamer went down the rapid current with 
the united force of ^ sails, vapour, and 
stream. 

I should not envy a Consul whose hard 
fate compelled him to live at Gallipoli. I 
fully agree with the Grecian Emperor who 
said when the Turks took it, that he had 
only lost a sty for hogs. Five hundred 
years have not much changed Gallipoli. 

The sun soon became so powerful that, 
coupled with the reflections from the bar- 
ren and sandy shore, the heat drove us 
below ; and we established ourselves in the 
deep stern windows of the great cabin, and 
gazed out at the azure water and the shores 
of the two continents, between which the 
steamer passed like an arrow. 

There are few places about which more 
poetry has been written or more enthusiasm 
expressed than the Hellespont. Every one 
knows, however, that disappointment is the 
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feeling most generally and certainly expe- 
rienced by those who visit scenes famous in 
history and romance, and about which they 
have read and dreamed much. 

It is not easy to be enchanted with the 
silvery sheet of Lake Leman or the white 
battlements of Chillon, when you are deaf- 
ened by the screaming of mercenary guides 
and boatmen, and baited by vendors of prints 
and panoramas ; it is hard to thrill with 
visions of Roland and his lost ladye-love as 
one ascends the Drachenfels, a band of noisy 
schoolboy students from Bonn in front of 
one, making the mountains ring with Bur- 
schen songs and meaningless laughter, and a 
troop of cockneys from St. Mary Axe on 
donkeys bringing up the rear. 

But in the Dardanelles, if you be thus 
disposed, you may think of poetry, and repeat 
it too, if you like, .while the rushing water 
swirls about the vessel's sides and speckles 
the black rudder with foam-pearls, while the 
sharp bow of the swift vessel raises a little 
column of glancing spray, a process techni- 
cally called cutting a feather, as she cleaves 
the billows on her course. 
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The shores you see on either hand, those 
shores that almost seem to touch, and 
through which the current flows like a great 
river, and with the force of a mill-sluice, 
are the confines of Europe and Asia, the 
giant queens of the Old World, those mighty 
sisters whose dusky handmaid is dark and 
mysterious Africa, whose Titan nursling, 
America, yet remains. Troy stood not far 
off; Sestos and Abydos were hard by. 

Among those barren hillocks, those sterile 
wastes, where the bronzed and half naked 
shepherd now watches his lean flock brow- 
sing on the rare and stunted herbage, all 
scorched and withered by the fierce sun, 
sages have held council and warriors have 
bled. Near this desolate shore, if there be 
any truth in Homer's tale of the fall of 
Ilium (and the Battle of Waterloo will very 
likely one day be doubted of in its turn) the 
chivalry of Greece and Asia whitened the 
plains with their bones. 

In >this strait, where great masses of yel- 
low and purple weed, borne along among the 
sparkling ripples, show the strength of the 
stream by the speed with which they are 
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whirled downwards, Leander perished, while 
among the stony mounds that .descend 
to the beach on the European side, Hero 
watched vainly, with straining eyes and 
throbbing heart, for the coming of her ill- 
fated lover. 

Few people, in these utilitarian days, re- 
member or believe such legends as these, 
but I gave them full credence as the steamer 
held on her way down the Hellespont and 
the wind blew fresh from the north. I 
would have made an affidavit then confirm- 
ing the story of Hero and Leander, and have 
testified that " to the best of my knowledge 
and belief," Homer's Iliad was no less 
authentic and correct than the Wellington 
Despatches. 

At last, after passing a great many low 
forts and white batteries, whose guns grinned 
viciously at us as we went by, we emerged 
into a wider space, between the famous 
castles of Europe and Asia, where sea- 
room abounded, and where we hove-to. A 
squadron of Turkish vessels of war, making 
a grand display of their flaming red flags 
and golden crescents, lay tossing at anchor. 
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and also a large steamer belonging to the 
Austrian Lloyd's. 

It was presently announced to us that we 
were to change ships forthwith. Changing 
railway carriages at a junction is a process 
which nobody likes, and which always elicits 
much grumbling and abuse of the Directors 
from the passengers who are compelled to 
give up snug corners and comfortable dozes, 
or peradventure the command of a window, 
and to carry their light baggage of shawls, 
parasols, cloaks, wrappers, umbrellas, band* 
boxes, dressing-cases, carpej-bags, and other 
paraphernalia that some people persist in 
encumbering themselves with, to another 
train and platform, but it is a joke to the 
trouble of changing ships at sea, and in a 
high swell too, as was our lot when we 
arrived between the castles. 

First of all went several boat-loads of 
baggage, then two or three cargoes of Turks, 
then the cabin-passengers. 

After a good deal of pitching and tossing 
and tumbling over great black waves, and 
much ineffectual tugging at oars and jam- 
ming down of tillers, we all reached the 
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deck of the " Germania,'' and were assigned 
our respective state-rooms, if there can be 
reasonably said to be any state in a cabin 
about seven feet square or thereabouts. 

About an hour after midnight we were 
awakened by much the same noise over- 
head as a legion of cats, shod with walnut 
shells, might have been reasonably expected 
to produce. This sound, accompanied by the 
heavy trampling of the watch, was so evi- 
dently produced by rattling ropes on deck 
to fling the slack end to somebody in a boat, 
that I was sure we had arrived somewhere, 
and inquired what was to be seen. 

It was Mitylene, so the steward, who 
never seemed to want any sleep, said, but 
nothing was to be seen but a red light burn- 
ing on shore, a couple of boats, and a bag of 
letters. In half an hour the packet was off 
again, cutting through the waves towards 
Smyrna. 

At breakfast time next morning we were 
in Smyrna Roads, and everybody resolved 
to go on shore, as it would make no differ- 
ence in our getting pratique on our arrival 
at Trieste. A flotilla of boats surrounded 
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the vessel in a very short time, and the deck 
swarmed with rival interpreters. 

A good-humoured, laughing Jew boy, of 
fourteen, with a rosy face and brown hair, 
very unlike the sallow and hook-nosed 
urchins to be seen in the Minories and the 
Judengasse of Frankfort, accosted us in ex- 
cellent English, and we determined to put 
ourselves under his guidance. We accord- 
ingly descended into a caique, and on the 
passage to the shore the young guide enter- 
tained us with a description of an adventure 
which had befallen him in the morning. 

It appears that he had strayed into a Turk- 
ish Court of Justice, while the Cadi was in 
a bad temper, and had been immediately 
bastinadoed for intruding among Moslems. 
He seemed none the worse for it, however, 
and the punishment must have been mildly 
administered by the ferashes of the irritated 
magistrate, for the victim jumped lightly on 
shore, and proceeded to lionise us arouQd 
Smyrna. 

First he took us into the Bazar, which 
though less grand and spacious, and much 
more dirty, has more showy and tempting 
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Stalls than that of Constantinople. The tall 
and dark-eyed camels, with their heavy bur- 
dens, passing in strings through the galleries 
of the Bazar, give it a charm of Orientalism 
surpassing Stamboul. They move along so 
gently, making no more noise than if their 
soft broad feet were Smyrna sponges, that 
there seems something ghostly in their march* 
You would think they made part of a pro- 
cession, and knew it, so steadily do they glide 
by, led by the small donkey or mule with his 
collar of tinkling bells. 

Finer Syrian tobacco is to be bought at 
Smyrna than at Constantinople, and the silks, 
shawls, and embroidered jackets and vests, 
brought by the Persian traders, and sold in 
their khans, are often extremely rich and 
elegant. 

Down on the quay, where the flags of 
the Consuls are flying, where bottled porter 
and Bass are announced in golden letters 
on blue and red boards, where all the 
tongues of Europe are spoken, one might 
fancy oneself in Marseilles or Portsmouth. 
But in the old part of the town the Turk 
has contrived to sequester himself from the 
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abominations of civilization. There are 
nooks and comers in the Turkish and Ar- 
menian quarters, as thoroughly and com- 
pletely Oriental as if the Sultan were yet 
at war with all the Ghiaours, and the eyes of 
the nations of Europe were still blinded by 
the dazzling lustre of the once radiant but 
now faded Crescent. 

The situation of Smyrna is ugly enough, 
to my mind. There is a bold back-ground 
of mountain, certainly, but it is a red, dusty, 
crumbling mountain, with scarcely a blade 
of grass upon it in summer, and as near- 
ly the colour of brick-dust as a hill can 
well be. 

The ruinous castle that clambers up that 
part of the eminence that overshadows the 
town, does not add much to the picturesque- 
ness of the prospect, Smyrna itself, partly 
white and partly yellow, has an unwholesome 
look, like that of an ill-baked pie. 

The port was full of vessels of all sizes 
and tonnages, ships of war under Austrian, 
French, and Turkish flags ; sturdy Dutch gal- 
liots ; stately English traders ; black hulled 
Greek brigantines, with their strange-looking 
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crew in countless white petticoats and red 
caps ; rakish Yankee schooners, low and clip- 
per-built, with towering masts that sloped 
in a very knowing way, and bows as sharp 
as a knife ; slovenly Spanish or Italian craft, 
full of lazy swarthy fellows with long ear- 
rings and red sashes, who seemed to do 
nothing but peel onions and smoke paper 
cigars. 

When we had wandered round the Bazar, 
visited the Jews' quarter, bought all sorts 
of things, useless and serviceable, and been 
cheated by all our guide's friends and rela- 
tives who kept shops for the sale of caps, 
shoes, rosaries, and nick -knacks of spice- 
wood and amber, we expressed a wish to see 
the Slave-Market. 

We were accordingly conducted to a large 
courtyard surrounded by long low buildings, 
rather sheds than houses, where, under the 
shade of some trees, sitting, standing or 
lying on the grass, were a troop of Nubian 
girls. Some were smoking, others asleep, 
some were making bread or cooking, and 
one or two carried heavy pitchers of water 
on their heads, and moved with the steady 
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step and erect carriage which their burdens 
rendered necessary. All however were in 
graoefiil attitudes and picturesquely grouped, 
and were chatting and singing snatches of 
little Nile ditties, alternately plaintive and 
merry, laughing all the time so as to exhibit 
the whitest possible teeth, and apparently 
insensible to the misery and shame which it 
is the fashion to consider as inseparable from 
slavery. 

Wearing no clothes except the Nubian 
ral, a scanty petticoat of white linen that 
scarcely reaches to the knee, each of these 
jetty nymphs had yet a gaudy red or yellow 
silk handkerchief coquettishly twisted as a 
turban round her crisp and woolly locks. 

Their skins were as bright and glossy as 
the plumage of the raven, and of the same 
rich and lustrous blue black, differing abso- 
lutely from the dingy brown black of an 
ordinary negro ; their features were also less 
flat and more European, while no statue 
ever owned more faultlessly moulded limbs 
or a more perfect symmetry. All their 
movements were marked by a savage grace, 
and they chattered like so many monkeys. 
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and stared at us wonderingly. We gave 
them a few piastres to buy tobacco, and in- 
quired if there were any white slaves in the 
Bazar. There were white slaves for sale, 
we were told, but it was against the religion 
and law of the Turks to allow Christians to 
buy or see them. 

This was the old story that has been told 
to every Frank since Burckhardt's time, and 
I knew perfectly that a backsheesh of four 
or five beschliks would overcome the scru- 
ples of the most conscientious of merchants ; 
but we had no time to spare and wanted to 
get on board again before dinner. 

So we left the -market and pursued our 
way to the lower part of the town, the He- 
brew guide loaded with sweetmeats, silk, 
Persian jackets, rakee, rosolio, otto of roses, 
and Latakia tobacco, till he bent under the 
burden. We asked him if ices were to be 
had in the town, entertaining but faint hopes 
of an answer in the affirmative, for how 
could one expect to see ''Sorbets et Glaces" 
written up in streets through which loaded 
camels and savage-eyed brown mountaineers 
strolled in true Oriental dignity. One might 
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as well have called for a basiQ of mock 
turtle in the palace of the Caliph Haroun 
Alraschid. 

But it seems that Smyrna, scorning to be 
esteemed a mere Asiatic city, prides itself 
especially upon the number of Frankish 
comforts to be found within its walls, and 
the interpreter forthwith conducted us to a 
quaint shop that was not exactly a cafi^ nor 
a chemist's, nor a perfumer's, nor a pastry- 
cook's, but a happy union of these four 
trades, and having made us clamber up into 
a loft by means of a ladder, shrieked in 
Greek, Italian, and Hebrew, until a trayful 
of ices appeared, borne by a shaggy-headed 
Maltese waiter. 

Having thus procured the desired refresh- 
ment the boy sat down with perfect sim- 
plicity and good faith immediately opposite 
to us, and began to empty the large pink 
saucers with great rapidity and satisfaction. 
A more practical and complete illustration 
of the Socialist theory of perfect equality 
I never saw; it made one stare a little at 
first, just as you would, dear reader, if 
Thomas, the footman, were to sit down at 
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your dinner-table, and politely offer to trin- 
quefr with you; but it amused me after a 
moment as much as a pantomime does a 
very small schoolboy; no ice in the world 
could have been half so refreshing. 

Leaving the pastrycook's, as I must call 
the shop for the sake of brevity, where 
we had been feasting, we proceeded to the 
port, followed by a long train of Jews, who 
earnestly entreated us to stay a little longer 
and buy something more. Picking our way 
cautiously among the piles of enormous 
golden melons, the paniers of ripe grapes, 
whose heavy bunches Imng temptingly over 
the edge of the basket, or peeped alluringly 
through the interstices of the wicker-work, 
and the heaps of Barbary figs, and other 
fruit, exposed for sale upon the dirty and 
crowded quay, we reached the water-side. 

Our guide had intended to return on 
board with us, and get a certificate from 
me of his good conduct and trustiness, but 
seeing a small steamer ready to start for 
some neighbouring place where the summer 
villas of the consuls are situated, he re- 
solved to go in her, and took leave of 
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US, saying that he hoped I would give him 
a certificate next time I came to Ismir. 
I have preferred to sketch his character and 
attributes here instead. 

As soon as we were on the landing-place 
a couple of Jews took possession of the only 
caique that was in waiting, and bribing the 
Turkish boatman to abandon the oars to 
them, pulled out a short distance from the 
quay, and balancing the boat on the points 
of the waves, made a bargain with us about 
carrying us on board. After a great deal 
of roaring, they agreed to take us for about 
half what they asked at first, and only about 
double fare, I suppose, and pulling up to the 
quay, took us in. 

We were twenty minutes or more, tum- 
bling, tossing, and splashing, as we bounded 
over the great dark waves, for the sea 
was running rather high in the harbour, 
and a swell that would be imperceptible 
in a decked vessel is very plainly to be 
noticed when one is in a caique. After a 
space passed in vigorous rowing on the 
part of our Hebrew Charons we ran the 
gauntlet through the forest of shipping, and 
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lay under the long black hull of the " Ger- 
mania,** while some one on deck heaved us 
a rope. 

A great barge, heavily laden, was alongside 
the packet, and they were taking in coal 
from her as prosaically and complacently as 
if Smyrna had been Wapping. Paying the 
rowers, boarding the barge, scaling the coal- 
sacks, and asceading the side-ladder, we 
were on the deck of the steamer a little 
before the announcement of dinner. Most 
of the other passengers had been ashore 
too, and a very dismal account of the 
state of things some of them had brought 
back. 

It appears that while we were uncon- 
sciously wandering about the narrowest alleys 
and most old-fashioned quarters of the city, 
the vicegerent of the plague, the deadly and 
pestilential Syrian fever, was sweeping the 
town with the besom of destruction; that 
the hospitals were full of sick and dying 
wretches, and the burying-grounds gorged 
with dead bodies. The unusually hot summer 
had proved a scourge to Anatolia, as well as 
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to most countries in the East, and the mor- 
tality was frightfully great. 

That is the most melancholy feature in 
a hot country, the insecurity of life from 
hour to hour. Light, warmth, beauty, bril- 
liancy, and death ! 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

SUPPLIES OF COAL. — PIRATES AND BANDITTI NEAR SMYRNA. 

6RECIA{f ISLETS. — SEA-SCENERY. — MARITIME SUFFERINGS. 

All the afternoon the barges lay beside 
the steamer. I thought they never would 
have done taking in coal, and that at 
all events, they must have got a store on 
board that would last out a year or two 
of voyages. Not a bit of it. At Syra, 
at Zante, at Corfu, more and more sacks 
of the same substance were received and 
devoured by the insatiable roaring mon- 
ster that forced the ship along through the 
waters. Saturn's voracity was a joke to it, 
the appetite of Vathek's Ghiaour for chil- 
dren, or of the giant Cormoran for English- 
men's bones, was a trifle to the hunger of 
the fiery dragon who swallowed the con- 
tents of all those black bags of fuel. And 
lucky it is that the " Typhon " is not 
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like the Andromeda-eating tyrants of old, 
and requires nothing more precious and 
dainty than lumps and knobs of swarthy 
mineral. 

But there is a limit to everything in this 
finite world, even to an alderman's imbibi- 
tion of turtle and a high-pressure engine's 
consumption of coal, and as the sun began 
to decline visibly, preparations were made 
for sailing, or steaming rather, out of the 
bay, for there was not enough wind to fill 
the lightest piece of canvas ever shaped by 
mortal sailmaker. 

The Mediterranean packets generally have 
a habit of lying in port all day long, re- 
ceiving goods on board, and allowing the 
paint of the vessel's sides to blister in the 
sun, and putting out to sea on the approach 
of darkness, like owls and other birds that 
do not care to stir abroad unless by night. 
In a long voyage, or what landsmen con- 
sider a long voyage, when every passenger 
has a snug berth, and has made up his mind 
to an imprisonment of some days or weeks, 
this is not unpleasant, as it enables the pil- 
grim to go ashore, quarantine permitting, 
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and amuse himself on terra firma ; but in 
a short sail, as between Venice and Trieste, 
for example, where sixty people try to sleep 
on horse-hair sofas made to accommodate 
twenty, it is less cheerful to leave the har- 
bour at midnight. 

At last the anchor was heaved up from 
the coral caves and cool depths of the gulf 
of Ismir (I half expected to see a few 
sponges impaled upon its flukes)^ and the 
" Germania " worked her way out of the 
bay, and bore up for the westward. 

The coast near Smyrna is as notorious 
for piracy as that of Sallee was in Defoe's 
days, vessels being frequently seized close 
to the very harbour, and the greatest pos- 
sible audacity manifested by the corsairs, 
who appear to respect no flags but the 
English, French, and American. 

The land near Smyrna is reported to be 
no whit less infested by banditti than the 
sea, and it is not long since two European 
consuls were carried off by robbers, one 
from his own garden, the other from his 
own house, and kept in captivity among the 
hills until their ransom was paid. 
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Smyrna has always offered the same con- 
trast of insecurity and comfort ; newspapers 
are published and books printed there ; but 
yet, when the Greek revolution broke out, 
it was in Smyrna that the most disastrous 
massacre of Christians, next to that of Chios, 
took place, and that the greatest number of 
helpless and unarmed Rayahs were shot 
down like wolves in the streets by the 
furious Mahometan mob, who rushed out 
with their musquets and yataghans to avenge 
upon the Nazarenes of Ionia the success- 
ful revolt of their countrymen and co-reli- 
gionists. 

As the " Germania" gradually glided away 
from the shores of Asia, the castle, the 
white and yellow town, the flags and masts 
of the shipping, and the sterile red moun- 
tains, faded away from our view. Presently 
we saw the steep sides of Chios in the dis- 
tance, and closer to us several nameless 
little islands of volcanic formation, very 
pretty, purple and savage-looking, mere 
mountain peaks crowned with bare rocks 
and shooting up abruptly from the waves 
like so many pineapples standing erect. 
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Scyllas of stone were there too, like frag- 
ments broken from the islets; and thesd 
were often fantastic and strange in shape, 
so as to loom like uncouth Sirens through 
the distance. 

The evening was delightfully cool, balmy, 
and bright, and a perfumed breeze sprang 
up after a while, bringing the fragrance of 
the roses and orange blossoms of Rhodes 
and Cyprus, freshened and purified by the 
breath of the broad sea. 

It was very pleasant to stand leaning over 
the taffrail, behind the watchful helmsman 
and his restless wheel, and to gaze along 
the smooth and gentle billows that heaved 
as softly as if the ocean were asleep, and 
over which, far, far away, a broad streak of 
silver shone in the vessel's wake, the fiirrow 
that her keel had ploughed. It was plea- 
sant to look down into the transparent 
water, of a clear deep green, mottled with 
snowy foam where the rudder had chafed 
the waves into a momentary sparkle, and to 
watch the little bright fish sporting about 
the vessel's stem, hovering and leaping in a 
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shoal of lustrous objects, and every now and 
then darting off and dispersing in mortal 
terror, to return again an instant after as 
some large and powerful enemy with gleam- 
ing sides, broad tail, and ruddy fins, would 
dash in among them, and make a snap, some- 
times successful, sometimes a failure, at his 
prey. 

There was something mysterious and yet 
&miliar, like a half-remembered dream, or a 
strain of music heard in childhood, in the 
emerald depths of the water, so fathomless 
and pellucid, so treacherous and smiling. 
One thought more of the hidden treasures 
at the bottom, the piles of red gold and 
jewels of rare device, the buried gallions 
and sunken argosies, than of the bones and 
skulls, and fragments and scraps of shattered 
wrecks, at the bottom ; more of the " great 
anchors, heaps of pearl,*' than of the relics 
of the myriads of feasts on human forms 
made by that Queen of the Anthropophagi, 
aye, and Gynophagi too, — the Sea. 

I should not have been in the least asto- 
nished to have seen a mermaid floating mid- 
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way down, coquettishly arranging her fair 
locks by the mirror framed in coral, and 
beckoning to any unwary mariner whose 
gaze encountered the serpent-like fascina- 
tion of those cold, yet brilliant, green 
eyes. 

But no mermaid appeared, and the sea 
grew darker and darker, and the breeze 
freshened, and the awning was taken in, and 
the steward summoned us to tea, or rather 
to Austrian "black coffee," without milk, 
sour-crout, raw slices of Bologna sausage, 
and other German delicacies. The wind 
grew fresher and more powerful, and 
•about bed -time the sea was very rough 
indeed. 

The groans of sick people resounded from 
most of the cabins ; and the unhappy persons 
who slept on mattresses on deck, for the 
sake of cooler air, fenced in with barricades 
of carpet-bags and cloaks, were drenched 
with spray in addition to their other mari- 
time sufferings. — I heard them complain for 
a short time ; and poor Vicenza, the pale 
Venetian steward, who never had any rest. 
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trying to console them, until the lullaby of 
wind in the shrouds and standing rigging, 
and the rolling and pitching of the ship, 
rocked us to sleep, as if the good steamer, 
"Germania," had been a gigantic cradle, 
moved by the foot of a Titan nurse. 
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V 



CHAPTER XXX. 

SYEA. — LAZARBTTO. — VOYAGB TO THE IONIAN ISLANDS. — ZANTB. 
— CEPHALOOTA. — A FURIOUS LEVANTER. — CORFU. — THE AL- 
BANIANS. 

In the morning all traces of the last 
night's gale had passed away, except from 
the haggard faces of some of the passengers, 
and the sea was as calm as a frozen lake ; 
and so it continued until we reached the 
ugly rock which is dignified by the name of 
the Island of Syra, where we took in a fresh 
supply of coal, and sent a boat-load of 
victims to shore, there to await the packet 
which was to carry them to the Piraeus. 

Sjrra looked inexpressibly melancholy and 
desolate, with its grim lazaretto, a building 
to which Newgate is a comparatively cheer- 
ful place of residence, and which looks as 
sad as the Bastile without its sombre gran- 
deur; as well as the dingy hospital, and a 
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few more gaunt and official edifices. An 
utterly barren platform of rock, against which 
the waves were sullenly splashing, a few 
little hills all over loose flat stones like 
slates, some lean goats dying a lingering 
death by starvation, and making a sickly 
feint of browsing on some patches of brown 
and unwholesome-looking herbage, with a 
general prospect of a country as sterile as if 
it were paved with asphalte: such are the 
principal features of this attractive spot. 

They take great precautions against plague 
at Syra; but I should think that suicide 
ought to be far more guarded against in its 
dreary quarantine establishment. Any cap- 
tive there, however fondly he might have 
clung to life elsewhere, must loathe it in his 
island prison. Surely any change from Syra 
must be for the better. 

Six or eight hours we rode at anchor be- 
fore the lazaretto, until a boat full of Health 
Officers were so good as to give us permis- 
sion to go away ; and the steamer soon left 
Syra a speck in the distance. 

Away went the " Germania," leaving the 
marble quarries of Pares on the one hand, 
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the boiling springs of Thermia on the other ; 
passing Siphanto, skimming by Milo, and 
leaving the isles of the Archipelago spread- 
ing like the scattered pearls of a broken 
chaplet over the bosom of the ocean, steered 
to the south-west. 

One evening we nin up on the deck to 
catch a glimpse of the bold highlands of 
Crete, which were just visible like a blue 
cloud in the far horizon. 

The next day at noon Greece was sighted 
from the masthead, and atfive in the afternoon 
we were coasting the Morea, with the wild 
mountains frowning upon us as blackly and 
sternly as the cliffs of some unknown land to 
the adventurous mariners who first approach 
it with caution and surprise. It was the 
country around Coran that we saw, but the 
town where the partner of Medora was a 
conqueror and a captive was not in view. 

Early next morning we stood into Zante 
harbour, and at breakfast time the table was 
loaded with thick black bunches of exquisite 
little Ionian grapes, not much bigger than 
enormous currants (if grapes they were, and 
not currants). We lay in the harbour all 
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day, but on account of the quarantine regu- 
lations we were not allowed to land. The 
strictest sanitary laws, however, do not pro- 
hibit one's gazing to one's heart's content at 
any place which the ship visits, and so we 
spent several hours in looking at Zante, and 
were not weary of it when the bugle sounded 
and the steamer started again. It looked 
very beautiful, that quaint little isle of dwarf 
grapes and fig and orange groves, where the 
largest trees on the little fairy hills seem the 
grey olive and green mulberry, and the 
shores are fringed with countless white 
villas, that bathe their terraces in the gentle 
waves, and vie with each other in elegance 
and lightness. 

Very, very different looked rough Cepha- 
lonia, as we passed it in the dusk of evening, 
with its towering cliffs and great red fires 
blazing high up in the sable mountains, sug- 
gestive of piracy, and revolts, and similar 
bits of romance. 

We passed Santa Maura in the dark, and 
a furious Levanter, roaring down the Adrian 
gulf, fell upon us and worried us as a wolf 
would a sheep. Almost everybody on board 
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had turned in, and I was sitting alone, 
writing at the table in the great cabin, when 
the squall struck the steamer with such force 
as nearly to throw her on her beam-ends, 
and the water washed over her with a clear 
rush as she righted, deluging her forecastle 
in particular. 

The passengers who objected to the con- 
fined atmosphere of the berths, and persisted 
in slumbering h la belle Sfoile^ must have been 
almost afloat in spite of their situation near 
the poop. Hencoops and other light articles 
forward were washed into the waist, and swam 
up and down, the frightened poultry setting 
up a terrified cackling and crowing over- 
head, while the stamping and hurry of the 
men on deck was as great as if the masts 
had gone by the board. 

The unhappy sleepers below were aroused 
and began a chorus of moans and lamenta- 
tions. Sick and frightened women squealed 
from their state-rooms, and the much-called- 
for attendants ran distractedly hither and 
thither. Over went a pile of camp-stools, 
the swinging lamps of the cabin vibrated 
as if they would break away from their 
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brass supports, and my ink performed an 
extemporaneous reel around the table, and 
fell crashing on the floor. 

Writing was out of the question, so I took 
up Dumas' " Mousquetaires " and began to 
follow in fancy the fortunes of the four in- 
vincibles, when the steward came sliding 
along the cabin, clinging to the walls, and 
almost directly after a cupboard full o£ 
crockery burst into the pantry with a dread- 
ful crash. Round spun poor Vicenza and 
hurried to the cell in which he kept his 
glass and china, his sauces and bottles. All 
these articles were now engaged in a con- 
vulsive dance, that reminded one of the ta- 
rantella of Sicily, while the steward and his 
boy were trying to secure them, and groan- 
ing bitterly as custard cups and champagne 
glasses sprang out of their hands and^fell in 
glittering shivers on the floor, and tumblers 
became tumblers indeed. 

The Captain was on deck, shouting through 
a speaking trumpet, the Lieutenant was there 
too, and the crew were bustling about, and 
Swearing and praying alternately in Italian, 
Dalmatian, and Illyrian. The steamer pitched 
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and staggered, and dipped her paddles as she 
rolled, and had her bow deluged and drowned 
in heavy seas, and got incessant thumps on 
her side that made her shudder, and tremble, 
and complain, like a living thing. It re- 
minded me of the smashing blows exchanged 
by Dares and Entellus. 

The most awful clatter took place on deck, 
«nd I was afraid that the rudder would be 
lost, or the galley, cook, and casseroles washed 
overboard, or that some other dire misfor- 
tune would occur. 

The ship struggled and fought gallantly, 
and, to do it justice, so did the Levanter. 
The cabin-floor heaved, the ship's timbers 
creaked and bent, her sides bulged and were 
dented in, as if they were made of the most 
pliant laths or limber wicker-work, the 
ports were closed, and the vessel's bulwarks 
yielded and shook at every fresh assault of 
the raging waves that thundered and surged 
heavily against her planks, and leaped over 
her deck, and pressed down her bow, and 
beat her stern and helm, and lashed her 
furiously amidships, and tried hard to over-* 
whelm her. 
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The " Germania " wrestled and battled 
nobly with the fierce sea, though she panted 
and moaned, and gasped and sighed, like a 
human being in agony, and the billows and 
the gale howled around her like a panther 
fighting a troop of jackals or hyaenas over 
the body of a wounded deer. At last, when 
the heavy chairs were fairly tilted from their 
balance and hurled one by one against the 
wall, I thought it better to go to bed. So I 
got up from my chair, which at once reeled 
in a sickly way backwards, and fell among 
its prostrate companions, and with consider- 
able diflSculty I gained my berth. Five 
minutes later, and the huge cabin-table gave 
way and fell with a crash to the floor. 

I had expected to be rocked to sleep di- 
rectly, but I was not so lucky. The motion 
of the ship for an hour or two continued 
so violent that it was only by clinging with 
desperate tenacity to the boards that I could 
keep from being jerked out of my elevated 
berth, and dashed against the wall. By- 
and-by the Levanter passed on and left 
the waters in peace, and the poor "Ger- 
mania " recovered her tranquillity. 
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Next morning more small grapes appeared 
at breakfast time, and we were awakened by 
the sound of English bugles. We were in 
Corfu harbour, but few of the passengers, 
except Emily and myself, with one or two 
salt-water seasoned merchants and Mademoi- 
selle Kossuth, who, though a sister of the 
most celebrated of Magyars, looks much 
more like a German Fraulein than a Hun- 
garian, were in a condition to enjoy the 
prospect. 

Pale and languid, they sat with heavy 
heads and lacklustre eyes, gazing into the 
depths of their coffee-cups as if life had lost 
all charm for them. Yet Corfu merits being 
looked at, for there are few islands half so 
beautiful, and few harbours so picturesque. 
Going on deck we found the steamer was 
moored in the huge basin of blue water, 
where quantities of small shipping and one 
or two British vessels' of war were lying at 
anchor, and in front of the town and its 
bristling batteries and fortifications. 

The graceful little city, the fine back- 
ground of olive groves and blue hills, the 
superb harbour, the rocky neck of land. 
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bristling with cannon^ to the westward, the 
scarlet English unifonns on shore, the bustle 
of the townspeople, afiTorded plenty of occu- 
pation for the eye. 

Speronaras and feluccas, full of red-capped 
Ionian fishermen, came bounding over the 
long rolling swell; handsome barges and gal- 
leys, full of gay parasols and bright-coloured 
bonnets, hovered about the "Germania," and 
curious eyes were turned upon the passen- 
gers as they sat under the shade of the awn- 
ing or leant over the taflfrail and bulwarks. 
Tiny yachts, with white sails spread and fill- 
ing in the gentle breeze, and red and blue 
pennons at the masthead, shot past, as well as 
row-boats full of young officers in straw-hats 
and white linen suits, who stopped for a 
moment to glance at the newly arrived 
steam-boat, and then pulled out to sea, 
rounding the point and flashing through the 
water in gallant style. Everything looked 
fair, fresh, sunny, and cheerful. 

The great mountain of San Salvador, more 
than four thousand feet high, loomed in the 
north-west like a bank of clouds, while a 
fresh breeze blew from Albania, ruflBdng the 
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crests of the dancing waves, and making 
the pavilions of the yachts flutter as if elate 
with joy. 

The craft that were moored in the basin 
bobbed and swung in a lively manner, at 
anchor, as if anxious to get loose and sail 
away on their own account, and the trumpet 
on shore sounded as gaily as if it were for 
a ball. 

The citadel, perched like a falcon s nest 
on two craggy and precipitous rocks, lost its 
rugged and warlike look, and received quite 
a new and peaceful aspect as the sun smiled 
upon it; the batteries of Vido lost their 
frown of surly defiance, the distant heights 
of Albania, where the wolf and the eagle 
have no rivals except in men as savage as 
themselves, alone preserved an air of gloom. 

Corfu is, I believe, the healthiest and most 
pleasant of the Ionian Islands, and is cer- 
tainly the one which offers most attractions 
to those who travel in search of amusement. 

Paxos is a rock; Santa Maura is rendered 
almost uninhabitable by earthquakes and 
autumnal fevers, though game of every kind 
abounds, and the fishing and shooting cannot 
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be easily surpassed. Cephalouia is a volcano 
of bad feeling and discontent, and the fate 
of the unhappy Metaxa family would seem 
to be a warning against residing among its 
turbulent and cruel natives. Ithaca is healthy 
but as dull as the Scilly Isles, and has no- 
thing but the memory of Ulysses to recom- 
mend it ; Cerigo is a sort of Van Dieman's 
Land, and Zante, the flower of the Levant, 
has little aoiusement to oflSsr beyond an 
occasional tremblement de terre. 

Corfu has a variable climate, often chilly 
in winter, though cooler than most other 
places in the East during summer, and fevers 
are less common than in Greece, though 
I understand that they are still not unfre- 
quent in hot weather. 

There is a gay and agreeable society, and 
Albania, lying within a short row or sail, 
affords some of the most magnificent scenery 
and superb sporting that is to be found in 
Europe. Wild boars, as well as snipes and 
woodcocks, pelicans, and other water-fowl, 
abound in the marshes; while deer, bears, 
wolves, eagles, and game of various kinds, 
abound on the hills. 
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The Albanians always assist the stranger 
and guide him in the pursuit of wild ani- 
mals through the rocky gorges and rough 
fastnesses of their st^m and nearly inacces- 
sible country. . 

It is the custom, when a party of officers 
from Corfu visit Albania on a shooting ex- 
pedition, for a guardiano from the quarantine 
establishment to accompany the sportsmen, 
and it is his duty to observe that none of the 
visitors touch any inhabitant of Turkey or 
anything which would render them liable 
to detention at the lazaretto on their return 
to Corfu. 

Yachting is a very favourite diversion also 
at Corcyra, and for those who prefer a coun- 
try residence to living in the city there are 
plenty of pretty villas dotted about on every 
side, though the town is considered to be 
the healthiest place in the whole island. 

Corfu may be briefly described as a land 
of olives. The silvery grey of the trees that 
cover it at once establish this fact ; and in 
fact oil appears to be its chief production 
and the sale of it the principal trade of the 
inhabitants. When railroads become more 
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common, and their iron arms begin to enfold 
Southern Italy in their embrace; when 
Otranto is accessible by other means than 
a ricketty calessa drawn by mules over sand- 
hills, and steamers replace sailing vessels 
between the Ionian Islands and Calabria, 
Corfu will probably be as much frequented 
as the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies is now, 
and the almost untrodden wildernesses of 
Western Turkey explored. 

The Highlands are exhausted, in spite 
of the glow of romance thrown over their 
lochs and moorlands by the author of " Wa- 
verley " and " Rob Roy." Nobody would 
write a romance now about Donalds and 
Dugalds, spoorans and philibegs ; or if some 
zealous son of the kilted Gael were rash 
enough to do so, nobody would be found to 
read it. 

But Albania is fresh ground for the tourist, 
the artist, and the novelist. It is an unhack- 
neyed and glorious subject for pen and 
pencil. If you love Nature, you find her 
enthroned in grandeur and simplicity among 
the Arnaut mountains ; there are cataracts, 
crags, snow-fields, high soaring peaks, wide 
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glaciers, deep ravines^ abysses, and cavemed 
grottoes. 

If you love romance and daring, in Al- 
bania you will find a hundred clans as hardy 
and bold as the ancient Highlanders, and 
even more picturesque in attire; the McGre- 
gors and Mackenzies have changed since 
the cattle*lifting days of Fergus M'lvor and 
Allan Breack Cameron, but the Arnauts 
are just as warlike, as primitive, and as hos- 
pitable, as in the days of the Fair Maid of 
Perth. 

Except in the possession of fire-arms, the 
Epirote race are what they were when Pyr- 
rhus ruled them, a collection of haughty 
and hostile tribes, among whom robbery is a 
profession, and courage the highest of virtues. 

In other parts of Turkey centralization in 
a great measure prevails, but in Albania the 
patriarchal sway of the mountain chieftains 
is and always has been, except during the 
life of Ali of Janina, absolute and indepen- 
dent. The spirit of old Greece survives on 
the hills of Epirus. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



ATTRACTIONS OF A RE8IDENCB IN CORFU. — - ALBANIANS. — 
WORKING GOLD MINES FORBIDDEN. — LEAVE CORFU. 



We felt much tempted to land in Corfu, 
and postpone the further prosecution of our 
voyage. After the inhospitable deserts, the 
robber-peopled mountains, and the miserable 
towns of Turkey, the bright isles of the 
Ionian Archipelago seemed like oases in 
the waste, specks of refreshing verdure sprin- 
kled over a wilderness of desolation. A 
cloudless sky without a scorching sim, like 
that of Boumelie and Anatolia, a fresh 
breeze cooled by the snows of Epirus and 
^tolia, or laden with the salt spray of the 
foamy Adriatic, lovely scenery, good society, 
yachting, and shooting, with a wild land 
and a primitive people at hand whenever a 
longing for adventure and a Bedouin life 
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should be felt, seemed great attractions 
to me. 

At Corcyra the comforts and luxuries of 
civilised life are attainable, one's coimtry- 
men and countrywomen abound, there are 
snipes and quails in plenty to be found in 
the salt marshes, the tusky boar and the 
antlered stag roam freely on the opposite 
shore, while one has but to hire a boat 
and ^oss a narrow creek to be able to 
plunge into barbariandom and escape from 
the kid-gloved, white-waistcoated, lorgnette- 
carrying world, into a region where visiting 
cards and quadrilles, fashionable preachers, 
and stars of the ballet, are unknown. 

Gordon Gumming himself, that terrible 
hunter and eater of lions, might be con- 
tented to reside in Gorfu, with the satis- 
faction of a frequent plunge into Savage- 
land. He would find the Gueques fiercer 
neighbours than the GafFres and Bakalahari, 
and the pursuit of the bear of snowy Monte- 
negro as exciting as the chase of the sea- 
cows of the Kei§kamma and Orange River. 

Montenegro! the Karadagb, the Black 
Mountain! What strange and wondrous 
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tales might be told of its mysteries, were 
its natives and their language known to 
the Franks ! 

The kilted race of richly-clad giants who 
inhabit it are the fiercest of the fierce tribes 
of Albania, and their rugged chivalry has 
been signalized and proved by a thousand 
valiant but unmentioned exploits against the 
Osmanlis or the hostile Arnaut clans. 

Their old Vladika, who in extreB|e age 
lived at Vienna under the Emperor^ pro- 
tection, used to excite more attention by 
his colossal stature and unbent form than 
even by his dress, which was unsurpassed in 
its fantastic magnificence even in Turkey. 

The clan has never changed. Since 
Scanderbeg's time they are the same ; they 
were the same in the days of the other 
Iskender. You might find a hundred Tor- 
quils of the Oak among their chalets. The 
home of these highlanders is worthy of 
them. What unfathomed gulfs, what 
ravines dark at noon-day, what grottoes pil- 
lared with gleaming stalactites, what un- 
sealed peaks and storm-rifted glaciers, does 
Montenegro afibrd. What gloomy caverns 
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where the spoil of ancient marauders, the 
plunder, perhaps, borne back from India and 
Persia by the soldiers of the Macedonian 
conqueror, lies buried; according to tradi- 
tion, what snow-fields and the forests where 
the bouquetin and the grey wolf rove un- 
molested, what mines of silver and gold, 
guarded by evil spirits, as the simple natives 
believe, are concealed by its well-nigh im- 
penetJttble wastes, and protected by its tem- 
pest-cradled torrents and whelming ava- 
lanches ! 

It is remarkable that wherever gold mines 
have been found in Turkey, such as those of 
Ilatcozza in Bosnia, and many others, the 
Turks, from some strange sentiment of preju- 
dice or of superstition, have forbidden their 
being worked. The gnomes of the earth re- 
main undisturbed under Moslem rule, and the 
glittering treasures of, perhaps, an old-world 
California sleep tranquilly under the stony 
surface of the untilled ground, waiting till 
wiser masters shall rouse them from their 
slumber, in despite of the genii who watch 
over the hidden ingots. 

But we were booked for Trieste, our 
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trunks and boxes were in the hold, and we 
were expected in the west, so instead of 
landing and settling in Corfu we merely 
stood and gazed at it until the " Germania," 
with whirling paddles and flapping canvas 
shot out of the salt lake, and entered the 
channel that divides the island from the 
continent. We passed close to the huge 
cliffs and beetling crags of Albania, getting 
a good view of the dark purple heigh^ and 
savage ravines that line the coast; and 
then standing off from shore, and steering to 
the north-west, the steamer pursued her way 
till Corfu faded away like a wreath of mist 
upon the shadowy sea. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

LAND AND SEA TRAYELLINO CONTRASTED. — ^THE FLYING DUTCH- 
MAN. ENJOYMENT ON BOARD THE STEAMER. — STRANGE 

BREAKFAST. — RUINS OF POLO. — HIDDEN GOLD. — ARRIYAL AT 
TRIESTE, 

I NOW and then envy a turtle, I don^t 
mean a dove, but a tortoise, his power of 
carrying liis house about on his back, and 
so being at home wherever he goes. A 
sailor is like a turtle, or that other happy 
creature, a snail, in this particular. Inns, 
especially Continental ones, are all very well 
if you have a courier and a fofwrgon to 
precede you and smooth down the asperities 
of travel to a level fit for a Sybarite. 

A tent is very pretty and picturesque, but, 
besides its weight and the trouble required 
to erect it, its liability to be blown down or 
wet through, its insecurity, and its imperfect 
ability to protect its occupants against the 
scorching rays of a summer sun and the 
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piercing blasts of winter; besides all these 
drawbacks, you must always wait an hour or 
so on reaching your halting-place, while your 
canvas-dwelling is pitched, your fire lighted, 
and your dinner prepared. 

A ship, on the other hand, is a floating 
home ; it bears you round the world, it car- 
ries you from one hemisphere to another, it 
ploughs the silent waters with unerring keel 
by night, and glides across the deep in the 
broad glare of day; and yet, though you rove 
from the Baltic to the Bomean Sea, from 
the Neva to the Niger, you are chez votes, 
with your cabin for a salon, your deck for a 
promenade, and your cot to rest in at night; 
everything changes beyond you, your pro- 
spect constantly varies, but the familiar ob- 
jects around you are always the same, and 
never alter until you abandon them, or until 
you sink together. 

A sailor, though an absolute Sinbad in his 
wanderings, may be as much attached to his 
home as the vegetable-like man or woman 
who never ventures above a mile or two 
from his or her own door. 

I have no doubt whatever but that the 
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Flying Dutchman, that vague and mystic 
skipper, doomed traditionally to a perpetual 
cruise in the hurricane latitudes, is alone 
bored to death by long residence in his 
swimming castle, and longs only for a little 
change when he hails trading vessels through 
his ghostly speaking-trumpet, or tries to slip 
enchanted packets into the hands of unwary 
merchant captains. 

We felt completely at home on board the 
" Grermania," and enjoyed the voyage ex- 
ceedingly. The early freshness of the day 
was pleasant as the ship bounded along out 
of sight of land, and before the sun grew 
powerful enough to oblige the men to spread 
the awning. The evenings were pleasant, 
when we used to pace up and down the 
white planked deck, or sit by the taffrail and 
watch the golden and ruddy tints of the sun, 
fighting with the gradually spreading dark- 
ness on the changeful water, when every 
wave glowed with varying hues like a har- 
pooned dolphin, and the wings of every gull 
and gannet that skimmed over the waters 
with keen eye and tireless pinions were fea- 
thered with silver plumes and bedropt with 
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rosy spangles in the softened lustre of the 
dying light. 

When the sun was high and hot at noon, 
the deep embrasure of the cabin windows 
made no bad resting-place, from whence one 
could look out at the foam that swirled and 
leapt merrily round the rudder, and the 
glassy green waves that gave chase to the 
steamer, like sportive monsters. And at 
night it was agreeable enough to be gently 
rocked to sleep, as gently as if one's ham^ 
mock swung from the branch of a liana-tree 
in some Chilian forest while the evening 
breeze was blowing, and to be lulled by the 
murmur of the plashing seas, as they broke 
against the tough sides of the stout ship. 

A blas^ epicure, with whom eating is the 
sole pleasure and most serious businesl^ of 
life, will own that it must be satisfactory 
to be always hungry, and every one who 
is free from sickness is invariably hungry 
at sea. 

The public breakfast was of a strange 
character, in English eyes, at least, on board 
the "Germania." Turkish pillaws of rice 
and fowl, coffee without milk, caravan tea. 
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very strong and bitter, ship's biscuits, sour- 
crout, pickles, raw sausages, uncooked ham, 
melons, amazing bunches of grapes, and 
great decanters of red Greek wine, made up 
the bill of fare. The wine was from Tene- 
dos, very thin and sour stuff indeed, like 
third rate Huy, or Bordeaux of a tenth cru. 
Achilles and Hector drank the same, and 
liked it, I dare say. It was Priam's beverage 
no doubt, and perhaps it inspired Ajax with 
that burst of Quixotic valour in which he ^ 
slew the sheep. 

After passing Ragusa we stood in nearer 
to the nest of Dalmatian islands, and skirted 
the coast. One day we were hastily sum- 
moned on deck, where everybody was bran- 
dishing a telescope and mounting the bul- 
wailts and rigging. I could not understand 
at first what was the matter, and had vague 
ideas of whirlpools, breakers, and coral reefs, 
having been signalled ahead; of a lively 
mermaid, or the famous American sea-ser- 
pent, invisible in all quarters of the globe 
except to Yankee eyes, having appeared ; or 
of a flotilla of piratical boats having put off 
from the cluster of low sandy islets and keys 
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alongside of which we had been running with 
the intention of cutting us out and carrying 
us, sabre in hand. Nothing less than one of 
these portentous marvels, as it seemed to me, 
could have caused such a bustle and stir 
among the quiet passengers of the " Ger- 
mania.**" 

A few words, however, explained the mys- 
tery. The hoary ruins and gigantic amphi- 
theatre of Polo were in sight, and it was the 
apparition of the mammoth-skeleton of this 
dead city that had occasioned such a turmoil. 

I wondered much less at the relics of 
Polo, enormous as the traces were of its 
departed grandeur, than at the amazing Ar- 
chaeological interest displayed by our com- 
panions. 

Had Lord Waldegrave and his whole so- 
ciety been present they would have blushed 
to find themselves outdone in enthusiasm by 
lllyrian bagmen, oflScers on leave from Corfu, 
Tjrrolese adventurers, and Russian clerks in 
merchants' oflSces. The most prosaic and 
matter-of-fact of persons, who had apparently 
no aspirations or ideas unconnected with 
letters of credit and invoices, bales and bar- 
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gains, suddenly started up as eager and pro-^ 
found antiquaries. Everybody had some- 
thing to say about Polo, some tradition to 
relate respecting it, some scrap of history 
or conjecture, some account of its present 
condition, to detail. 

But at last the grey walls of Polo became 
invisible, as the bluffs of Asia and the cliffs 
of Albania had done before them, and the 
subject died away too. 

The captain and lieutenant, who in every- 
thing but their uniform, were exactly alike, 
had brought a quantity of sacks full of gold 
and silver bullion, bars, and coined money, 
from Smyrna, which they had stowed away in 
a vault beneath the great cabin, the entrance 
to which was by a trap-door cunningly de* 
vised in the planking, and which treasure 
they were accustomed daily to visit with as 
much avidity, though less mystery and' cir- 
cumspection, as a couple of misers (if misers 
can live together more easily than spiders 
can) might display in their frequent inspec- 
tions of their buried hoards. These sacks 
were at length disinterred and transferred to 
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the captain's cabin, a certain sign that we 
were nearing the destined port. 

Evening came on, and a dark windy night 
followed, during a good part of which I paced 
up and down the deck in a pea-coat, trying 
to keep my pipe alight and looking at some 
bright red lights in the blackness of the dis- 
tant sky, which were understood to flash 
from Trieste. 

It was too dark to see the Tergest hills, or 
the Katz mountains, or any other features of 
the well remembered scene, and as I walked 
up and down in the cold blast from the 
north, watching the dipping and rising of 
the bowsprit as the steamer pitched and 
laboured in the sea, I thought by some mys- 
terious process, peculiar to Austrian vessels, 
we were pushing steadily on for the red 
lamps without apparently getting any nearer 
to them. 

At last, at about one in the morning the 
" Germania " cast anchor with a heavy rat- 
ling sound in the Roads of Trieste. At 
eight on the following morning every pas- 
senger was on deck. 
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Dismal apprehensions were entertained by 
some of the less sanguine spirits on board, 
lest we should be detained in quarantine, 
and on account of the fever raging at Smyrna 
be consigned to imprisonment of indefinite 
duration in the lazaretto of Trieste. 

This was an incarceration too horrible to 
be contemplated without a shudder. Others 
suggested that we should be obliged to re- 
main on board the steamer for a week or so, 
and this doom would have been less intoler- 
able than that of a compulsory residence in 
the lazaretto, though wearisome enough, for 
the man most fond of riding, unless he were 
a Tartar indeed, would scarcely relish sitting 
for a day or so in the saddle of a horse 
standing quietly in the stable, and the same 
thing applies to a ship. 

But at last a health-oflScer arrived ; the 
passengers were penned together like a flock 
of sheep on the after-deck, and summoned 
to walk forward, one by one, until the entire 
number clustered round the chimney. This 
ceremony being concluded, the vessel was 
favoured with a clean bill of health, and its 
inmates, no longer compromised, were pro- 
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nounced not guilty of plague. and fever, and 
fitted in every respect to mix with the 
nations of Christendom. 

Had we been in any other port than an 
Austrian one, we should have been shut up 
in stone cells, and starved, and worried, and 
watched, and fumigated, and sprinkled with 
aromatic vinegar in the most barbarous 
fashion. 

It is strange that Austria, so vexatious 
and suspicious about passports and douanesy 
should be so liberal about pratique^ and in 
that solitary instance should exhibit a spirit 
of enlightenment that pther nations would 
do well to imitate. 

White and blue uniforms now appeared 
on deck ; the luggage was examined, cleared, 
and we descended the ladder, and getting 
into a shore-boat bade farewell to the " Ger- 
mania." 

The waves were high, and we were pretty 
well drenched with salt spray as we sprang 
on shore at the quay, and pushed through the 
throng of gaping idlers and jabbering com- 
missionaires^ reached the "Albergo Reale,'" 
and ordered in the first place everything 
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that could possibly be procured for break- 
fast; and in the second, a carriage and 
horses for Laibach, from which town we in- 
tended to travel by railway to Vienna. 

Three months and a-half had elapsed since 
we had started from the "Albergo Metter- 
nich/' at Trieste, for the land of the Moslem 
and the Sea of Gems. 




THE END. 
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